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Hut sonic will prize a private hobby m<»t. 
And some will ride in public for a nae..- 
Who rind importance in their o« n affair- 
But other people find the same ii. ;l.t "■-. 

VIII. 

Others, again, set up for •• plain !>: .. 

And claim the special privih ^* *'.-.. 
On forms conventional with pro:;.! i . ! 

Discarding polished manner.** v* ■■' 
Others are proud a " sceptic's" n, * 

Dive into hooks — men of exit • 
Above the vulgar supersutiii^ • 
And all the canting world «.»" 



*'.•• 



Others, who have a talent . 

Will argue much <«•. «■■. • 
The merest fouim<"- 

To every yru pre; • 
I heard a keen dec!/ 

A luckless ivigh* 
Because the day v . 
And he, (mile c< ui. . 
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V. 

Sonic folk arc uveal oivnciiii-t* v? (*;:f. 

From very {.fi-'.u* c* orv\ipiv'*'V : 
And, watch !»: h-.md. u\:-. \d ^\ « I» ■ * 

Their lili»:I..-i s -M :.••„«•••.! i> • Hr,-- 
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T1 oy learn it best who r.ev;- ".-• 'in.'. •! / 
Felly its father is. a:id priu*- **.:•• :. . :. . 
rrcsin the bread ron r to Uv i:...t <*.■■: 
It i* a ! aging and Wsr' •;.•».*; .::■;:. 
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And yet H is a mighty j>jt-a-j«M ■ .-. 

A good round laugh at «>»!ir p< 
So we ourselves escape the hi: 

We'll join with all om- n=i ,.)'. ia. j 
Peal after peal the merrx pb*. •/.'.- • 

A potent antidote tur ..k-L.; • ' 
It proves, besides, o wijui' >• »■ « 
11 y raising one in oneV r • < • 



(Jo, laugh at hunihu;:, 
Mention no nam*.--*. 

Few are so humbl. «^ 
Of sound discreii'.i. . 

On some small f«« : i>- 
And banter bii'.-J 

But, prithee, \vi* • 

Tliat ugly sneer ; 
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V. 

The grin of pule-fiieed eovy, imrl the mere 
Sardonic ■• vaii'tle,'' one c:m wi II demise ; 

Thev aluii\> follow merits hr'nrht career — 
A tril>.«re from the. worthless to the wise. 

H.il »'«o, :ii!iu.jved. inn brook the withering sneer, 
Tiie seomtul curl!...; ol'iiie liii. (lie eves 

AvLYte.i *-. ir': u i-old uiy-.i.iin.-ol ^Kiiice, 
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\ humour tlicirs thai r.u-\ . -..• !v r •• '■. !!• ! 

And v. ho so Us;*- ,v .-.. •■•!,. "* : 
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some suller greatly ;;•-. i 
Of being- lauirUu ••.:. 

Of this and that— :•::•! •■•-. 
Tlicy have a n:«*-» i . 

A. Scylia Mew, a::;i .• < . 
And S!!-.:r|: sar.v. ; 

The fable oft! : . . 

Is the bot nio:».:^ r :'. . 
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X. 

\jj I .-i) it i.» v. ill ]iobl)vh<;rscs. He 1 
Who i" its ;i<, iVo^> and mitr. or tort;ire> flio. 

\jk1 riH)il\ m-i: k .» the tj-iivoriii^ limbs, to see 
\V lisir tin* \iv>r vu-iissi suffers vvv it dies. 

).:i v.:! 1 .- HI t';i r.ia:i c»<" 11 ■ • iiS philosophy. 

Y\ huse 1'.i::\:Il.- ■> j !".■■.■. i;::.i v h':vt' enjoyment lie* 

!:■ - : ':' :, ."" .-.\ s\-i:%«. «;r ;ii>i« liii'cUM boring, 
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OPINION: 
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ii'iMuNs are as v«riou> .■■• • 
Of the camdtw, -.un* ;; . 

or thing:? will oft .in. '.r ■... 
And old opinions v.;i! ,. 

Vith changing Mvms ,:"■•. 
Of" men and mm . *. , 

11st a* external ohVi 

Voni different |a:.«. 
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Sits the philosoji 
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Ol' ni'.:)\ :». ■« "elcK"! h;.!e ho I if Its the screen, 

Aj:.: !, -.'].«.i , . : .■ .- ■ j:.ai'V n humble nook; 
i "sili.H ; i! .• c.". »■■ i. J" their min or woe, 

1 *'■ tf.i'njso've-. ?hcv n».ve. 
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V. 

Blake him as poor as they aiv, he may find 

His thrift all thriftless, and hi* <.v:n torts sm;il« ; 

That, though the world bo to his virtue h'-nd. 
His vices through his raj;?; a:u seen h) :/,!!. 

Hell see — or think he sets — tliu r;:h v.- ..■iuIt:m ■•? 
To trample down and 1w/!d i^e i.» v-.-. >. thral . 

Virtue and vice he"! view with i' f .*»er ■■■: 

And better know wherein the «. : .-?r.jit'- ■.<■«.: l: - ■ 

VI. 

All his opinions change : ho. vi»>es h • 
And eats the brc&l of j»o» «..'■;■■ ,\ n ..' ■;.•- . 

To strong necessity he b.-:tr 

The stern realities ufKii; i» *. «.-.■•. . 

A Radical is he ! and wondv - uv*- 

That thousands sh -Mild 1.-:^'-. • ».".«;»'■■ ,* •• 
' Who neither toil nor stun, h s --t, *•■ .* " ■ ^ . 

Are fed and fattened *r.\ tin: ■ >;;bliv i n »..-.• 



Vil. 

Another theorist, mm* ;;• ■ : 
Exults in steam — '■■ ■• «■ : 

Dispensing with th« V . 
Achieving *cul» -. ■ . i '■» 
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Each new invention he delighted sees, 

By which one man does twice the work of four. 
Of views enlarged, he deems such innovation 
A most prodigious saving to the nation. 

VIII. 

And though the poor may suffer for a while 

By these machines, quoth he, they'll shift ab«ut, 

And turn them to some other branch of toil, 

Which hunger sharp will make them soon find out. 

But had our theorist to sweat and moil 

For daily bread, he would, without a doubt, 

See the affair in quite another light, 

A) id bawl against machines with all his might. 

IX. 

Drivers from one ; ht tries smother trade — 
Or^.i* a machine arid thrusts him out a^ain ; 

y-. : - -\ r 'v ••■'■■'-"• little ::i*Ji crv out for bread. 

. : ;;•: i' r: ,. ~\, : '■■-[ -u _:• he^s in vain. 



cuil- j a spread 
,t.:*v, tmd then, 



■•■ .1 so dear, 
; cause to fear ! 
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X. 

Trae, lie amy buy, by virtue of machines. 
Things that once cost a shilling, for a groat ; 

But dear and <Aeap are measured by our means — 
A groat? s a trifle — but he has it not. 

*Tis one thing to contemplate lowly scenes, 
But quite another thing to feel the lot 

Of grim adversity and haggard care, 

With aH die pinching ills die poor must shara ! 
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OPINIONS. 



NO. II. 



I. 

tLo formed and modified by circumstance, 
By education, temper, taste, and all 

The causes that may hinder or advance 

Our special hopes and interests, great or small, 

\i>.' some of our opinions, — that a glance 
At the wrong side of things will oft enthral 

Hm i- ,t i;.'»: ;il >\ itli prejudices strong, 

rting right and wrong. 
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II. 

; . }.'.•■■ ».• :':■) .pinions of their own, 

v ■■). }-;a-L-3 contrive to make a show ; 
:.: t -..:'.. r t rn and turn, and still go on," 

k ."'■/'" : .':'v^p-»;-;s.p-;»' ; jiting to and fro. 
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See how the quondam Tories change thrir torn*, 

A*v* trim their sails to all the winds that blow ; 
A Wh:^* 1c 'ley, a Tory yer.ferdav, 
And new for 7. r ^Il::p,\;r). and now '}. -r f lr\-yl 

HI. 

The people's star's :v. the ascender.* :■■':■ ■■.■■. 

And many wors; i ; p i t who 1 o vo :;-■*■;> : v *• , 
Like summer fri-ji: -.!:;, who S^rt' .-, ."r'v.. v.? ;:■■■-*■. 

When fortune >r.!:us i'U* 1." i . 

But when misfortu;..'s <.!■■':.. 

They scamper -.vf, ji.: \ ■..'.; 
In other days, t!:>i v.- It ' .» . : : I 
Where were the !>■* ■ - .'* 



Ay, who were iW ; : : . ! r " . 


Net the *;rcu.l Yor * * • ' ' ; 


Not the cojc ^y^ * . ". '. x ' ' 


Trained ;. ) !.!■<- .'..'.;,' 


Not he v/h^iii I.*I. " 

* 


Sir, jf ;■../ T. . 


A puppet 1 1 .' ' 



And tramp!:. 
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V. 

There were a few — a bold, illustrious few— 
Who sought their country's weal in evil days— 

The friends of right and justice, tried and true ; 
Be theirs the meed of gratitude and praise. 

They may be trusted. But the turncoat crew, 
The new-fledged patriots, who affect to raise 

The cuck#o cry Reform ! — away with them, 

Or hold them up to ridicule and shame ! 

VI. 

And yet, when any thing becomes the fashion, 
'Tis wonderful its influence o'er the mind, 

'"hanging opinion, prejudice, or passion; — 
And i*ven some, who fain would lag behind, 

r-Cd trailed by pride, " consist eney," or caution, 
Ac iorteti 1.0 move when they are least inclined. 

•0^*r v_:ry t&3**$ aw* fancies must give way 

'•■;- ■;:•-: ■••(;■. iV-' ; . ■:> f(r--Inon of the day. 

VII. 

■•.■:.. '..'■■'. vV.f- $'. ■".*?. vi'l 'tUv and fall, 
-. •:.■: ■:•:■•.-; :?*?.?,_••! : : :- their flow; 
■ j;yj. :■:'.'■■..:.■ r\d?, changing all 

z-'-> : l •/•j.-.vs of things below.. 
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Some vainly think that they can raise a wall 

To stem the torrent, lest it overthrow 
The pride of princes, and the despot's throne ; 
But still the swelling tide comes rolling on, 

VIII. 

And still will roll — and, like the mighty so» t 

Will purify itself by ceaseless motion, 
And waft the seeds of knowledge far and free 

O'er the glad waters of its boundless ocean • 
Not the red meteor glare — O, not ih*: t.-ie, 

Misnamed of Liberty by Fn-ncfv •? ^:* ■ - 
But that blest light which pvacr-y^. ? ' ■■ : : » s -v. 
For which great Hampden l\*A ;-■■ . c ■. .':.:/ 

I\. 
That sacred flame wbirh bv- ; 

Who worshipped free. Icm 
Cherished in evil day?, r. 

It shared his homr y •-'■'' . ' ■. v 1 

With love of liberty . 

Its living lustre j '" .:!■*: ■ 
And like a flood, i ■••:■ . 

Sweeps on triuip^l;/ 
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X. 

Bentham is dead — but Bentham's mind survives ; 

His principles of right and reason never 
Shall perish from the earth, while justice strives 

To raise the world bv reason's moral lever. 
"When comes the time — If ever it arrives — 

That men shall cast a -vay war's blood-stained quiver, 
And might give place to right — Bentham will then 
Instruct the world, and guard the rights of men. 
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OPINIONS. 



**;;. ill. 



f. 

As Tories " out of place"' * ill -.-' i---- 1 v>> 

(Or their professions, i.V. 
So Whigs in power arj v.-. 

Their old opinic:? :, : .r. ". 
On popularity. Ii i.;:.y : 

A plain spectator to !■/.. 
Who thinks that c:*:*:ui : .i x 
Were based on i\$\\\\ i r: 



They've raised i*u w 

They've glvon i! -i* t 
Haply against t!>i.-i.. 

Unfaithful to ti. .'. * . . 
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And now they foolishly turn round and say, 

Ask not for this or that, for well refuse it ; 
But they, the people's servants, have no choice — 
They must obey the people's sovereign voice. 

III. 

'Tis a new untried element they've brought 
Against corruption's fortress, beating down, 

By the mere energy of word and thought. 
Its time-worn battlements of old renown. 

Some of its bold defenders nobly fought, 

And died in the last ditch ; for they had grown 

So fond of its old carving, dust, and gilding, 

They could not bear the ruin of the building. 

XV. 

T 5 >£ Whigs will have a tk;kUsh game to play ; 
x~>:>:\ -7/hrlv. 4 «-cy spouted in the Opposition, 

.Vrji-u V;-:/;: oiV^ic>ik, uxSl. (ill their stray 
Ivf :•: •-;■:' s, •'■.: Si, v>'0 s ; acted with precision ; 

.;; : -v <■■ A^yW to pay," 
• .-..I '/■:••: the world's derision, 
• T ' »; ■: r '"-a's canting* speech, 
:• •;>../ ii&ed to preach. 



~! . ( 
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V. 

Much was expected — for they promised much : 
How to perform they may not always fin J : 

When out of power their patriot, zeal *;is ■ .■«.»■ :b 
That change ofplace must bring a vh;.i,-i. 

This is die proper ordeal, this the touch- 
Stone of sincerity; and when tho ••" ■■::. 

The fetters of the Press, instead of<« .'•■,*.. = ■•..-. 

The thing's by far " too bad*' to he urny;^. 

VI. 

What but the Press ha? set the 1 -*. <- 

That mighty organ of tin: < < > ? 
And should they wage ^uh '■: 

Twill crush them a= .■ . ' 
Has crushed the Toriv , si*d ,;. 

From the political h .> . i * '■ ; . ; 
Their enemies with jc^ ;*{ 
The Tories never will £-t i». 

O, party-spirit is the c ■ • ; :. 

The plague-spot >:>l 
Of public justice, iu ■ . ; . i 

The best of pul>l : <: ■■■« 
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With blind devotedness to party, vain 

Are all his fine professions, for he brings 
To public views a narrow party zeal, 
And seeks for private mere than public weal. 

VIII. 

With freedom of cpiidcn, and a Press 

Free from the galling yoke of fiscal fetters, 

The force of public TUilprr-ertt will redress 
Some crying evils, and a thousand matters 

That Vrhit* or Tory never wl:l, far less 
The Judical deemmer. Troubled waters 

Are Ills d^Iifht, and there he seeks renown, 

Or strives to rise by pulling others down. 

9 

IX. 

"\ '■■■ body plIIwIj, though sound at heart, 
• v '"!••! vil* excrescences is covered o'er; 

v -;,".:_■; u^d ^.Uc-d^ctors may exhaust their art- 
• I 2..\\:\ : u;\c they make a greater sore. 
■■• I o :: .• .'7 a pitipte or a wart, 
•.!::._'.•' .* :>■ K :tenng wound with store 
r! .j r 1 1 'r.ut.irs, when the knife 
. '"'■ \W '3 *-:. : _/.t 3ave the patient's life. 
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Powder, and pills, and bleeding, have been tried 
To keep the body cool — but tried in vain ; 

While cheap and wholesome food has been denied, 
Sound nurture for the belly or the brain. 

Hie root of the disease has long deiied 
The leeches' skill — but it is very plain 

That doctors flourish best when we are ill ; 

And then — the crisis over — comes The BVil ! 
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OPINIONS. 



NO. IV. 



I. 

Yes, we have got the Bill — the glorious Bill — 
And so far wc have reason for content ; 

A means, but not an end i and* used with skill, 
Posterity will profit by the event. 

The freebom offspring of the pec-pie's will, 
The long-expected pLsJge u£ Parliament* 

W •■;''. joaied with joy the L,.-._* tli;>^ comes at length, 

, .:. : ••j Ti * «<:d the bi^Jnu*;^ c*f our strength. 

, .'-... I; 1 the vantage-ground 
'..:-.,..' :/i •-..-, and time will see 

: : '. purest blessings crowned, 
- : • d dares be fret," 
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Tories treat freedom as an empty sound, 

But they know what is what — and so do we ; 
And let them cant about it as they will, 
Retrenchment is the word — we've got The Bill. 

ill. 

The great political regeneration, 

That dawns upon the worM, ha* v.o* !■:■■/■«» ; 
Its tocsin will be heard in every *< v ; .^ 

Beneath the rolling circuit oi l'.» .. •.»■ -, 
Freedom, in robes of peace.. T? ■ - :. ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ '. . " ■ 

Has visited the Isles — -i t ■ : •. 
O'er blood-stained avanr. 
That consecrates gre-a "Y 



Opinion long lias be 
And armed tK 

By it the tynmt »■/ 
And fills the i 

The day of rocle* ■*■■ 
Unhappy 1***1* .-!■ 

Freedom will i\ 

A tongue to *- { 



». i 



iv :i- 



i 
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V. 

Pob'.r.d ! the shame and g!cry of the earth, 
Land of bold daring and relentless doom — 

Land of the brave ! although the patriot's hearth 
Be wrapt in desolation's withering gloom, 

The fell destroyer cannot blast thy worth, 
lie cannot make thy glorious land the tomb 

Of freedom ; thou art destined yet to be 

The brave man's home, the home of Liberty ! 

VI. 

Britain no more, with banded despots joined, 
Will shed her blood like water, and extend 

Hor powerful arm to crush the human mind, 
The cause of Kings to ibaier and defend. 

i i'j force of free opinions lias combined 

'.. p'Over tv) Vrhit:h the Ci-.atiuck yet will bend ; 

«... -.v •'!■ ii.:'j }uj*fY v;;U: i-\d -vile the things 
■ » * ■. -1 . . . 

'■ • ■ ■" ' * I *• ■ i »■ * ■ . ■ > !»"'!' 1 ? >'*ifr!nifs 



.. , ! 



. •>! o'er land and sea, 
-.lied and still ; 
: . it the knee, 



■ r»cf 



ial will. 
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in. 

i\b1:itu1 ! the land of arts ami arms, 

Tin- mirsc tit" flV«.'-blT!» !»«"> 
Wiiosl- iwon£r- ^i«:b j:c-kiT3us l>o*om warms, 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF THE KING'S 

BIRTH DAY. 



I. 

Down the long vista of departed years. 
There's not a brighter nor a greener spot, 

A day which recollection more endears. 

Than the King's birth-day. Happy v/as the lot 

Of the blest school-boy 'mengst his <my e :•.><.>, u . i A 
On that delightful day; though mrx £.;•;• n, 

It came with joy and freedom 0:1 \\< v ; h 

In cur young days, when George :lv • • 'V- '\;b Ki 



IL 



It was the merriest dav oi' all il-e ^ 



'. V 



Longed for and talked oi'!>\ !<:<• (■vu; 
The thoughts of it the hea\y lu . ' 



'■'■•■: ''A\- ; 



Of school restraint, and buo\.:ri I. 

G 
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it came with summer ; and when it drew near, 

The heart leapt forth to meet it. The desire 
For guns and powder was a passion then? 
The fierce delight of little boys and men. 

III. 
U was the season theruof bird and flower, 

The glorious Fourth of June ; and all would bring 
Flora's choice offerings, fresh from sun and shower. 

To deck their doors and windows, and to fling 
Beauty and fragrance on the morning hour ; 

And ere the lark's first matin ceased to ring, 
Triumphal arches, garlands, wreath, and crown, 
Adorned, in gay profusion, all the town, 

IV. 

. ; ihf: bells r»u>£ o'ifc their loudest peal 

.\ ■? ■»■ t-.i.i dhi-some rue Vet. all the day ; 

■.. •■' ■:-.'. -f '-.•«■ i >>':'-£ Stv-mcd ~viili ioy to reel, 

-'•'i. :';,''x :>:.:■'*.} :-"-.'.it> tlie .?c-vjo!s got all the play. 

■.' r y .-;':•:. •■:-> - x ;'T'"jLt be^.ri to steal 

.".. ....-.■.■ ■.- :.:; . c : .£ ^ a sc-no so p*^y, 
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V. 

Like fiery serpents hissing o'er the street, 
Off went the squibs and crackers ; and to sec 

Them burst among the dancing people's feet 
Gave a fine zest of mischief to the glee. 

There was a general license ; it was meet 
That we should merry then and loyal be. 

These were the days to drink, and toast, and sing, 

Confusion to the French — God save the King ! 

VI. 

These were the days of loyalty and fun 

With features redolent of purple cheer 
And loyal fervour, shining in the sun, 

The Magistrate relaxed las ln\i\\ -wo-:> 
Even tiny urchins popt their iutic r :t ^ 

Beneath his very nose, devoid of ihn ; 
Or some more daring rasc.ii, bok ? . 
Would fire a cracker at hs vr or.rh 



» i ■ » ♦■»',' 



And then the military ; ■ 

The tinsel and the . 
The noise that mn-\ 

« 

Rending the 



*v 
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While hoary veterans, who had fought and bled 

For Britain's glory, mark'd with many a scar, 
Shorn of their complement of legs or arms, 
Sunur to the mimic roar of war's alarms. 

ViIL 

God save the King! it was a stirring sight, 
AVith eld and yeimg clad in their best attire ; 

The ye'-.n';' h^av!' beu '^ ."! ou v. itl: supreme delight, 
lk\m;';u of luy 4 -];y and m^-:ia! fire. 

(lloriouTv drank lay !r.'\nv u jovial wkrht, 
Per knv- ant! t\v. ,,, .t"v sr-rav/iin? in the mire; 

And Ju;i:v::y Yulko*", c i" ' Jacob! Ic renown, 

In eff.'V went bccriZ'incr through the town. 



TV 



]]iit limes are eVa'-.gjd-- C.\ fa-hion^ pass away,- 



^ 1 VV" 






< ; 



^ ■.-•••. > 5 VI .1 ^ , 

■;•.-'-" • kk merry chime. 

v., ,:k; -:;.;• :' - i>3ay 
. .: -:ova :'. a g i{ a crime. 

.i - y ii "i! aa 
.vaav- of '!.:• ^kh >, 
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MY GRANNY'S TOUCH. 



-r 
1. 



My granny's pouch ! — I he::t nac care 
When my ycv;nr; Ii^-;^ v,\:iq trc::;ured there ;■ 
Though a' the vveal.h tho v,; \d c~.:hl share 

;S eve v:-j: r? vmne, 



There's naething in't ccuhl iir/je l . ; .re 

■/i a;~a Ian- v.v:;e . 



. ( 



My granny's pouch v;:i3 my first love, 
An* priz'd a' ither jcy3 i-.hevo; 
To win its favours rye I ^1:^7 0, 






O naething else the I:cr/:. c:".'\". :■. 

Li?;- ; v. • ■ -■■ 
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III. 

It hung suspended by her side, 
A thumpin* wallet, deep an* wide ; 
An' there, in a* its stately pride, 

That pouch sae dear. 
The tear and wear o* time defied 

For mony a year. 

IV. 

it was a weel-fxlled weighty sacket, 
Wi ? thummeK keys, an* bodkins packit ; 
Wi* mony an orra queer niek-nacket 

The pouch was fou, 
An' tasty things it never laekit 

To pree the mou r . 

V. 
Thz -Jihik o' :Tr?x.vy f s. r>ouch to hear 

• . ci~> ... L-.l.-,_, Ui/ ^..: ■ ' :■ '-■ •..-.:.. U- i till s 

,;r z '.'..::: -i I. I L;:.t cc-uM vcnV'it near, 

Or t?;>t-c t;> touch 

■. .: ' ,.'••',••■-■ .;.. ; « *r , 

0' {:•/;■;?">•,%■■>, Tv>uch ? 



,.> 
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VI. 

When in her pouch my granny fumbled, 
Through odds an' ends sae strangely jumbled, 
An' ower an' ower its treasures tumbled. 

The young heart pantit 
Wi* hopes an' fears, afore she stumbled 

On what she wan tit 

VII. 

An' then wi' sic a kindly look, 

The lang suspense my granny broke ; 

Frae some recess or secret nook, 

O happy sight ! 

The expected prize at length she look. 

An' a* was riglu. 

VIII. 

It was a cure for ill a gvkrf. 
And never failed io briiv/ relief: 
For aye when ony hh<A. v^e-ikf 

My kind auld tf$w-j i-.Jer ^: L r :: v ? 

':V^ v]t- ._.- : . % 
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IX. 

My granny felt for a* our woes— 

A broken tae, or bloody nose ; 

An' aiblins, too, when quarrels rose, 

Whilk aft were rife, 
Her wondrous pouch wad soon compose 

The ncisy strife. 

X. 

But'whiL< wlivn we were ower mislear'd, 
A pair u leather tir.vsc appeared, 
Auld tenants o' the pouch, aye feared, 

Though seldom seen, 
An* seldomcr, when they were reared, 

Laid on, I ween. 

XL 

• 1/ i . : . i w w v.- j >' n V. iO A . : ^ _ _ w J Ji.Lj 






:,Lcv. tvcr.r-'.v::x.i nanc could see; 



•I 



r ~ : " \ ■■ !v>'", ■■'">; ^:'', i v°<i <r-'r* 

For <L:Li' JK-r biddin', 
:v : ■■'■: v.iv: hi\ tha'i met the e'e, 

-,-> r> -1 I'll 

j. i'ojv'UV'.l'v auklen. 
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XII. 

Though mony pouches I ha'c seen, 

My granny's pouch was match'd by r.ane ; 

A brawer there may weel hae been 

Than trrannv'j pcuch — 
A better never blest my e'en, 

I'll freely vouch. 

XIII. 

The thought o't ever brings to mind 
The joys that I ha'e left behind ; 
Nae mair in granny's pouch I'll find 

A cure for pain — 
The days o' childhood, sweet an' kind. 

Come not airain. 
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EVENING. 
I. 

When Evening's dusVy mantle spreads 
O'er the last scenes of dying day, 

\nd iar away the landscape fades, 
In beautiful decay; 

II. 

Or when the moon, with mellow beam, 

Scatters t)\2 clc-sing shades of night, 
And bather we landscape with a stream 

.-,.: .>\ * -•T---.V" 1". ■'!>*■ • 



1" v y- 






^ i. t;c:i...;; 
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IV. 

In that calm hour remembrance strays 

To scenes that long have passed away- 
Back to the home of early days, 
When all was sport and play. 

V. 

The fragrant thorn, the blooming rose, 
That scent the evening's dewy gloom, 

Bring sad and solemn thoughts of those 
Who rest within the tomb. 

VI. 

We think of boyhood's stinrvy ! : -, 

The fields where we were v 
And gather fresh but f^i^r ^ 

Sweet emblems of c a «.v_-.y. 

Remembrance biv-ixicfn c : 

As exile on a d\ Lw* -' . .' 
Sighs for his hoirse— ; " :* " . ' 

He can bt Iiclu ^ j v 
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VIII. 

As in the faint and farting light 
Yon dim decaying nropeet lies, 

Softened by rt!/.;r. ?v J.; to lhe sight, 
And hle::^. g with the skies; 



yr 



So. f^.L'^o'.vy, 'bint, an.! far remote, 



T\ 






'* 1 



?ar] - ehlhbi'. d iC2m, 



And dhii^y o'c;* the i."j!-:'ry fbat, 
A h::-;i; rcmc^ib^L ::' dream. 



Tb: e re!!:*, a te:nn^- f ;. :;b!cd flood, 

j:,...~--w- :. ■ , -, ■ < ■:■' ^ 



nb, 



Wb :h J]y -:s net ebb ' '^db opening bud, 



?iur n./.Lihj'jd's i'l^er bh ore. 






i 1, 



i seh.'tv.' of the idri v hv luaily 



■;.y-«.;n-i':"' ■ . - :i 0)1 }\\<r\] 



. : . i . . . .1 ' , '. . 1. ' ' ^ 1 I ; ^ .1 1 > ■ . 
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SPRING-TIMK. 



I. 

Tiik cauld north wind has southed awa\ 

The snnw lias left the hill, 
And briskly to the v, asllin breeze 

Keels round yon benny mi" : 
The cheery spring, in rohr.; •>' ■ :^fi. 

Comes lau^hiii' owcr the ha. 
While burnies bv their il)v v-\ ^■•i-'.s 

Kin sinufm' to the sea. 



-Li.. 



\ i 



The lintie wbhh: ;r .:.:/'*" ibe 1 * 
Or v/bi: :\'S on tb,' i!.<>>-;i : 

The bee comes b ■■. mi;.' lVa»- i 
And tune> his bn'Je i,-a n ; 
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The craik rins rispin' through the corn, 
The hare scuds down the furrow ; 

The merry lav'rock frae the lift 
Pipes out his blythe gude-morrow. 

III. 

Now springs the docken by the dyke, 

The nettle on the know ; 
The paddock's croakin' in the pool, 

Where green the rushes grow ; 
The primrose nods its yellow head, 

The gowan sports its charms ; 
The buirie-thrisfle to the breeze 

Flings out its prickly arms. 

IV. 

N\:\v ir. outlier. - arts be^n to howk 

-kiv\ b-re the toiler .fallow; 

■ - - - - i. i 

1 • . ■ • i ' ■ , r ! ■ i » f '• .■.'■'• > "<• ^. ; ■ '/ivi' • 





_ .. ..v . 


is din, 


- .. ■-...-. 7 


^ , . ' 




5 - 

1, 


i ; 





. 1 ', C > 



SAMPLING RHYHKS HI 



Now bairns get aff their hose an' shoon, 

And rin the rout a* barefoot ; 
But rantin* through the bloomin' whins, 

The rogues get mony a sair foot. 
Ill fares it then, by bush or brake, 

If on the nest they light, 
Of buntlin' wi* the tuneless beak, 

Or ill-starred yellow-yite 

VI. 

The gowk wowfs to ihe echoing v?*><te t 

The lambs frisk o'er the field ; 
The wee bird gathers t; v.r-j ,> 

To busk its cozy b'\M ; 
The corbie craiks uyo \ the t 

His auld paternal u-^cr ;, 
While the sentn."crt:,I cv.-lu- 

Croods in her \:\ «. ..-. : 



">' .' p ." v 



\ . 



The kye gae low i ^ 
As cheery il;i\ !!.. 

And bats como ?■;•'.■ 
And birds r \< . 
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Then jinkiii out by bent an' brae, 
Where they are seen by no man, 

The lads and lasses blythely meet, 
And cuddle in the gloamin'. 

VIII. 

The cauld north wind has soughed awa, 

The sv.iv.v has left the hill, 
And briskly to the wastiin breeze 

Keels rr/j:v' yo:i ne'^iv mill ; 
The t -livery spvir.r, in rehes o' green, 

Comes hmrkii/ over the lea, 
While bmnies by their flowery banks 

lu'n sinuiu 1 to the sen. 



RAMBLING RHYMES (13 



REMINISCENCES. 

J. 
The laughing fields, the balmy :iir, 

The vernal breath of Spiiuc, 
The sky delicious, Liu'.- : nd ;V.;r, 

With rapture I woul:'. Jr.- v. 



The streamlets n 
Or dancing in 

The mighty il, ... 
To join t!i j . . 



i . 



The woo J.c, t". . -■ .'•.'.' , . - 

Are der-.r t .■ .- . . 
A voice en:/. ; : : ~ : 






.\\ 
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IV. 

As music's soft tones touch the heart, 
The voice of Spring can still 

Glimpses of early days impart — 
A sweet, but passing thrill. 

V. 

Like sunshine on yon distant spot, 
Remembrance round will throw 

A gleam of light — a gush of thought — 
A transitory glow ; 






■:*••" VI. 

Recalling features fresh and young, 

And joys for ever fled ; 
The music of the youthful tongue, 

The distant, or the dead. 

VII. 

The buoyant heart, the lightsome Iimb- 
The schoolboy hours of play ; 

And n.v a cloud the scene to dim 
The livelong sr.rr.mer day. 
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<&0& vm - 



■ *5C 



Wheci cfeUled by time or selfish cares, 
The ImriMhpung warmth is gone, 

Alas ! whanHmfltless ills are theirs 
Who still ^wi tli ering on. 

IX. 

O ! I have lingered long and late 
When evening shadows fell, 

Stretched on a green and mossy seat, 
In solitary dell ; 

X. 

And gazed upon the deep green earth* 

And on the glorious sky, 
With feelings cradled from their birth 

In solitude and joy. 

XL 

When storms obscured the vernal day* 
And winds were piling hr.id ; 

Or 9 brooding in the silent air, 
Burst forth the thunder cloud i 
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XIL 

How have I felt my bosom swell 
With transports proud and high, 

Nursed by the stillness of the earth. 
Or tumult of the sky. 



* 
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POOR CARLO'S ELEGY. 



I. 

Auld Saunders now may flight his ccn, 
An' trudge the gutter* a* his lane, 
Grim gruesome death at last has t&'cn 

Awji his doHc ; 
A better never gnawed a bane, 

Or cU*au*d a cogie* 






Through summer sv.n ?.)*' v ;?.<tcr vTCtV?-, 

For nine hng yc;^:. .? .7 ?c-v!^..\5 iK.-^iihrr, 
And war sac Or, .'I •./ vn: 



■ ^ »-. .• •« 
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HI. 

A wiser dogie never barkit ; 

He could hue gane to kirk or market ; 

Seldom he got his hurdies yarkit, 

For bite or brawl- 
But to his master's council harkit, 

An' wagged his tall. 

IV. 

He kent ilk day in a' the ook, 
An' ne'er the dinner hour mistook, 
But slippit to some canny nook 

At crowdy time, 
An' aye contrived, by hook or crook, 

To fill his wame. 

V. 

Poor Carlo was like mony mair, 
0' his am ael' he aye took care ; 
An* wed he lo'ed in dainty fare 

To lay his lugs ; 
But cou'dna thole his grub to share 

Wi* ither dogs. 
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VI. 

He ne'er was kent the bairns to bite, 
Or bark at ither dogs wi' spite ; 
When ony cur wad at him flyte, 

An 9 snap an 9 snarl, 
An 9 rouse his mettle an 9 his might, 

It rued the quarrel. 

VII. 

He was a douce an' fcckfu' brute 
As ever bowft or ran ther'out ; 
His like again I sairly doubt 

We'll never see, — 
The cock o' his auld-farrant snout, 

An' wistfu* e'e. 

VIII. 

When stormy winter shook the trees, 

An' drumly dubs began to :Uo;;e, 

An' Christmas times broM«:h^ \>:^:.,\ and cliche 

Au' ivvith o' \\ LW.:y 
Auld Carlo then his tr.il \vv.:\ iev'c 

Sao «vOCi"i. \!.\' laikv. 



120 BAMBLING RHYMES. 

IX. 

The dogie died on Christmas day — 
Poor Carlo ! he was snatched away, 
Just when he used to moist his clay 

An' lay his corn in ; 
To greedy death he fell a prey 

Without a warnin\ 

X. 

His r-vLHT's fr^e to gie his aith 
H« -.iidna il-ee a fair strae death, 
But iryjt rvi' i':njc uncanny scaith 

A*va frae hame, 
A\J i •■; V— . .<<.?■>■> ^hK breath 

A:!. -re 3, Is time. 



•■■'* niv.n dree, 









his day, 



> ;. 
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THE DEATH OF CULOE. 



I. 

My muse had scarcely dried the tear 
That drapt on Carlo's hvmMe bk-r, 
An* welcomed in aniiher yea** 

When she maun chr.r.o ■ cv n tw -. • . r 

* •* 

v - * - ; .- - 

X v A 1.' . . '. . . ~ » 






She little thovrlt vi' • 
Hoo, that same *\v. m 
Sweet Chloe K- ■.!.'* i'.«: 

By one sivA r.'e •:*.■".■ 
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III. 

She dwalt whare rises tower an* tree, 
The apple o* her maister's e'e ; 
An' whiskit o'er the lily lea 

Or dewy lawn, 
As lightsome as the heather bee 

Or playful fawn. 

IV. 

As waukrife as the mornin' lark, 
The woods have echoed to her barky* 
When through the bonny vernal park 

She used to trip ; 
But noo she lies, baith sfi(F an' stark, 

In death's cauld grip. 

V. 

A cocker cftr ;e biccd was bhe, 

A du::;c c'S ncbh? » :* :i>;"rec ; 

i*cr \>c>. .ai:t ! : . *;:■:- ■-.:■.»!* ghnenr ce — 

A;i' tr.il sac trim, 
>V.jl- ruavdit rti* peril*:* symmetry 

O' lith an' limb. 
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VI. 

She was a sleek an' fence-fed beastie, 
Made fat an' fair wi' tit-bits tasty : 
Poor Carlo's best an' fattest feasty 

Was Christmas cheer ; 
But Chloe fed on pyes an' pasty 

Through a' the year. 

VII. 

Sae gentle, ye might weel suppose 
She wad hae snufft her testy nose 
At Carlo's bannocks, an' his brose, 

An' chaps o' kail, 
Or bits, that aiblins cost him blows, 

An' mony a wile. 

VIII. 

Yet she was neither proud ncr saucy, 
But modest as a meek t'i.\I la^ie ; 
For ony cur on a' the civ.vicy 

S!.c *..\Y. to hie him, 
An* friskt about, sae £z$l\ nix' ra*vscy, 

An 1 fccku \*i' him* 
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IX. 

But Chloe she will bark nae mair ; 
Cocker and cur like fate maun share i 
The thread o' life is but a hair, 

An' wow it's brittle I 
An 9 soon may snap, tike ony snare, 

Wi> death's black whittle. 
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AULD PETER'S ELEGY, 

4 FINE TOM CAT, WHO LIVED AND DIED IN THE MEKCVllY 
OFFICE, AGED TWELVE YEAttS AXDfOUR MONTU*. 

I. 

Frae a' the ills an* dangers free, 
That crazy cats are doomed to dree, 
Peter! a lung fare-v»elS t\? thee — 



y ; y j:!".«: -,:- 



Death closed thv h\ •:.• 



j *'•:{. 



It's now u J. .•'-.• ■- 
Sift' Pet.- ' 
We gat 1 

A ro:i ..'.-.• 
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III. 

But Peter soon grew strong an 9 fat, 
The mortal fee o' mouse an' rat ; 
When OWfir the fire he murrin' sat, 

Or streekit lay. 
Ye never saw a statelier cat — 

* A bonnier grey. 

IV. 

When ither cats were out a-thievin', 
Or wi' their din the neebours deavin', 
He gambolled through the house at even, 

Wi' bounding paw, 
While pan tin* mice to holes were driven. 

To 'scape his maw. 

V. 

But time turned Peter gaunt an' grim, 
His head grew deazed — his een grew dim; 
Wi' toothless chafts, an* stiffened limb, 

An* scanty breath, 
A worn-out cat sac craznl as him 

Was ripe for death. 
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V 



VL 

An 9 when his day drew near its close, 
Down i' the ase he'd sit an' dose ; 
The very mice afore his nose 

Might scamper free, 
An 9 wi 9 their cantraips mock his woes— 

Sae changed wUvS he. 

VII. 

When puir grimalkin tint his sir.cddum 
In his auld age, the devils led him. 
An 9 dauds o' wecl-boilcd liver made 1:1m 

To iaste his ::^oir ~~ 
But fient a bite they sotusiir.ws r]':.! Vim, 

The cor civ a j cvsw! 

vur 

An 9 greedy dogs upon *!^ wntcw, 
Wad Peter's collops aftm v;i!c!\ ; 
They kent for them he >\ •■: v-ae r.-?.f<ch, 

His wee bit dinner up '.:: £.;,.' :i; 

Aii.io hh tea: J! 
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IX. 

But bh released trie a' the evils, 
O* ■ dun an' careless dovilt, 

Auld Peter eluep* ia death, ivhilk levcU 

Dugs, de'lls, an' a'. 
Foe Uicro the w tirni uiump'iaiH revels 

O'er grit aa* eraa'. 
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ELEGY ON THE AULD TOWN COUNCIL. 



I. 

Come, a' ye friends o' kirk an' croon, 
In city braw or borrow's toon ; 
A' ye wha dread ilk sluggish loon 

O* modern date, 
Wha, heels ower head, wad tumble doon, 

Baith kirk an* state ! 

II. 

A* ye wha ever thought to wear 
A gowden chain in civic chair ; 
Or e'en a bailie's name to bear, 

Wi* pursy pride, 
Though blest wi* little wit or lear 

Your course to guide ! 

I 
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III. 

A* ye Conservatives, wha cling 
Wi' dying grasp to ilka thing 
That to the favoured few may bring 

The bits an* sups, 
That gars their hearts wi' transport sing, 

An* fills their cups I 

A' ye wha scorn the public voice, %£g2*^ 
Wha gloom when ither folk rejoice ; 
Wha listen to the lightsome noise 

That hails the men> 
The patriots o' the people's choice, 

Wi* sour disdain I 

V. 

A' ye wha niourn the glide auld time, 
The gowdcn days o' Scotland's prime, 
When jovial bailies filled the wame 

At civic feast, 

Aii' yo;-\ round gaed todlin' hame 

Ilk loyal guest! 
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VI. 

Come, ane an' a', an' drap a tear 
Aboon the auld Town Council's bier ! 
Let graceless whiglings jibe an' jeer, 

An' mock the slain, 
Auld Melville's spirit, hovering near, 

Will soothe your pain ! 

VII. 

Ye'll never see its equal mair 
On Sunday to the kirk repair, 
Wi' cockit hat, an' pouthered hair, 

An' cheepin' shoon, 
To sit sae sleek an' soncy there, 

As it has dune ! 

VIII. 

The douce auld Scottish magistrate 
Will soon gae fairly out o' date ; 
The lank, lean-chaftit loons wha wait 

To fill his place, 
Will never bear their pomp and state 

Wi' sic a grace. 
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IX. 

The self-elected three-an'-thirty 
Were just like ony private party ; 
Nae Whigs were they, on the alert aye 

Applause to gain, 
But independent, hale an' hearty, 

They cared for nane ! 

X. 

An' when the election day cam* round, 
A cantier club was naewhere found ; 
Nae din was there — nae jarriiv* sound — 

Nae growlin' sinner — 
They just shook hands — an' a' was crowned 

Wi' a heart v dinner ! 

XI. 

The Whigs and Radicals, ye'll see, 
Wi' a' their zeal, will never gree ; 
\\\ tinners that used to managed be 

Wi' peace an' quiet, 
Amain* the patriot thirty-three 

Will raise a riot ! 
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XII. 

They'll mak* the canny council chaumer 
A bonny scene o' noise an' clamour ; 
Some thumpin' like a smith's fore-hammer 

Upon the board, 
An' some defyin' sense an' grammar 

At ilka word ! 

XIII. 

Glib-gabbit chiels now race an' rin, 
An' raise around them sic a din, 
A patriotic name to win, 

Wi' talents bright, — 
There's little doubt, when they get in, 

We'll a' be right ! 

XIV. 

Now fare ye weel, auld thirty-three ; 
Thae restless times ha' dune for thee, — 
Naething could stay the stern decree, 

Or ward the blow, 
That blots ye frae the things that be, 

An' lays ye low. 
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ELEGY ON OUR AULD TIMMER CLOCK. 



I. 

Like some auld servant, crazed an' dune, 
An' hirplin' through life's afternoon, 
Our clockie's clean gane out o' tune ; 

An' never mair 
She'll wag her tail, an' click an' croon, 

Aboon the stair. 

II. 

Her clapper tongue has lang been mute, 
But still the pulse o' life held out ; 
An' tick for tack she feezed about, 

Baith day an' night, 
The hours an' minutes to compute, 

An' watch their flight. 
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III. 

Her age is mair than I can tell — 

I dinna think she kent herse? ; 

Her queer auld clinkum clankum bell 

Cam* ower the sea 
I^angsyne, wi' its auld-warld knell, 

Frae Germanic 

IV. 

Wi* dumpy hands an' dingy face, 

She never clicket in a case ; 

Auld Time an* her just tried a race 

Upon the wa', 
Within a wee bit orra space, 

Weel seen by a\ 

V. 

An* though her wheels were made o' tinimer, 
An' ne'er like braw brass warks could skimmer, 
Through winter's reek an* stoor o* simmer 

She took nae rest, 
But stumpit on, the sturdy kimmer, 

As weePs the best. 
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VI. 

Sma' was the cost or care she needit,— 
Just pou' the tow up when ye beddit ; 
An' whiles a wee drap oil we gied it, 

Wi' spunk or feather, 
An' round the wheels an' pinions glidit 

Sweetly thegither. 

VII. 

Whare she hang knappin' i' the neuk, 
Her face gat mony a wistfu' look, 
When kail grew cauld or bairns mistook 

The time o' day, 
Forgettin' crowdy, schules, an' beuk, 

For idle play. 

VIII. 

She tauld you truer than the sun 
How hours and minutes glibly run ; 
An' when the lang dark nights cam on, 

Wi' frost an' snaw, 
The lightsome hours o' fireside fun 

She wiled awa. 
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IX. 

An' sometimes through the weary night, 
When pain or care gart sleep tak' fright, 
She made the waukrife hours mair light — 

Her couthy chime 
Beguilin' aft the tardy flight 

O' heavy time. 

X. 

But though she lang was stark an' stout, 
Auld Time has seen the clockie out. 
When life's wheels winna turn about, 

Baith you an' me, 
Like worn-out clocks, ye needna doubt, 

Maun some day be. 
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* 



VERSES ON A RECENT SHIPWRECK 
AT BOULOGNE. 



I. 

The sky Hke a pall of darkness hung 

O'er the breast of the ocean wave, 
And the shrieking winds their requiem sung 

O'er many a seaman's grave : 
'Twas day, but the heavens were wrapt in gloom, 
And the ocean yawned like a yawning tomb. 

II. 

Like a creature pursued by its mortal foe, 

The ship came rushing on, 
While destruction around, above, and below, 

Had marktt her for its own ; 
And her keel was dashed on a leeward shore, 
Where the maddening billows foam and roar. 
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III. 

A thousand spectators stood on the beach, 

In that hour of wild despair, 
But, ah ! no mortal arm could reach 

The helpless sufferers there, 
As their ship like a vanquished victim lay 
In the boiling surf and the bounding spray. 

IV. 

And many a boat was nobly manned 

With the bravest of the brave, 
But the dauntless heart and the willing hand 

All powerless were to save ; 
And still as they strove their course to urge, 
They were flung like feathers upon the surge. 

V. 

Shut out from every earthly hope, 

Some plunged with a fearful leap, 
Or, weak and worn, they were seen to drop 

In the bowels of the whelming deep ; 
But still a few to the bowsprit clung 
With the desperate grasp of the strong and young. 
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VI. 

But night, like the shadow of death, came down 

On that devoted few, 
And ere the day's dim light had flown, 

They faded from the view ; 
But still as the storm came rushing past, 
Their cries were borne on the fitful blast. 

VII. 

Their woes are o'er, and they soundly sleep 

Till the sea give up its dead, 
For the morn that broke o'er the desolate deep 

No tidings of them conveyed ; 
And none survived of that hapless crew, 
To tell the tale of their last adieu. 
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JESSY ; 

A TALE OF THE AFFECTIONS. 



J. 

Ah ! who can tell what bliss or woe 
The human heart is formed to know, 
Through all life's varied pilgrimage, 
From wayward youth to weary age ; — 
The countless thoughts that there may lie 
Concealed from every human eye, 
But, nursed in secret, night and day, 
Corrode and eat the heart away. 

II. 

'Tis not the common ills of life, 
Its anxious cares, and toil, and strife, 
Pain and disease, which none conceal, 
Which all have felt, or all must feel ; 
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The sigh that tells of tender grief, 
The tears that yield a sweet relief, 
That soothe the soul, or wash away 
The sorrows of a former day* 

III. 

It is not these that leave behind 
The cureless canker of the mind, 
Whose iron fingers deepest trace 
Untimely furrows o'er the face ; 
The blighted hopes, the blank despair, 
Where life's young blossoms, once so fair,. 
Like autumn leaves all withering lie 
Beneath a bleak and wintry sky. 

IV. 

The tale that I would fain rehearse 
Needs not the glowing charms of verse, 
And no vain ornaments I'll borrow 
To deck a tale of simple sorrow ; 
Of warm affections crushed and torn. 
And blisjhted in life':; balmv morn ; 
Of love, the sweetest charm of life, 
Destroyed by vain and jealous strife. 
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V. 

Fair Jessy bloomed, the flower, and pride,. 
And toast of all the country side ; 
A sweeter lass was rarely seen 
Than Jessy on the daisied green. 
Her heart was warm, her hopes were high. 
Health on her cheek, love in her eye ; 
And lightsomely her days were spent 
In happiness and sweet content. 

VI. 

In lowly life her lot was cast, 

'Mongst rural scenes her days were past ; 

The merry lark that roused the morn, 

The linnet, singing on the thorn 

Its vespers to the sinking sun, 

When labour with the day was done, — 

All sights and sounds by farm and field 

To Jessy's heart would pleasure yield. 

VII. 

And love — sweet love ! life's bliss or bane, 
Bound Jessy in its gentle chain ; 
But though she was both good and fair,, 
She had of vanities her share,. 



144 RAMBLING RHYMES. 

And knew her beauty, and her power 
O'er one who, in a luckless hour, 
In some vain quarrel burst away, 
To pride and jealousy a prey. 

VIII. 

Poisoned by evil tongues, the maid 
Was wooed and won, and quickly wed ; 
It was not love, but pique and pride, 
That made poor Jessy now a bride ; 
And he who clasped her trembling hand, 
Vain of her beauty, long had planned 
The triumph that his art had won, — 
And Jessy found herself undone. 

IX. 

Her wedded davs were doomed to flow 
A troubled scene of want and wo ; 
Her husband proved a heartless sot, 
Both weak and worthless — but her lot 
She meekly bowed her heart to bear, 
And hushed the sad emotions there — 
The unrevealed and cureless pain 
That threatened oft to whirl her brain. 
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X. 

But years rolled on, and with them brought 
A mother's cares, a mother's thought ; 
And he who swore to prove her stay 
And comfort through life's thorny way, 
With drunkards to the tavern fled, 
When wife and children wanted bread ; 
And drowned, amidst its brutal noise, 
The pleading cries of nature's voice ! 

XI. 

The beasts that roam the desert wide 

Will ever for their own provide ; 

Housed by paternal instinct strong, 

They pinch ihen'>v[v.. ■«, ?<> vt-il their joung : 

'Tis cruel, sel;Uh ii-t-n aione 

Who siarvr, desert^ and wrong their ov-n ; 

The tiger, as he rends his prey, 

Is far more merciful than the v. 

m 

XII. 

The wretch when driven by want to sti*al, 

lr. punished for the public weal, 

Anu common scoundrels are restrained 

1>\ da uu ef an untimely em!. 
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Hut he who rob? and wrongs his own, 
S^-urr in emit, may still go on, 
And trample upon nature's law, 
fty nought ro*»tnt»nt»<l or held in awe. 

Mil. 

Kuf ■•■-*■■. wh -,. ••• K* sober mood, 

>.." »j^ : fmreh* and rude; 
•. ;i>^I *s»i;w»t mind 

- ! . ? st^k or find. 



••-'; 



j ■ 
. > . 



•" "V .% 



y\ ^ stone, 



J 



■ ;-> k nnd late ; 
4 ta hear 



ttrav 



► % !"'■ "I. 
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XV. 

Ah ! better had h*r tears been shed 
Upon a widowed, lonely bed. 
The widow's and the orphan's cry 
Awakes the heart's warm sympathy ; 
But she, with no one to protect, 
Pined with her babes in cold neglect ; 
And though she toiled both night and day. 
She could not keep dire want away. 

XVI. 

But where is h^ wb,.w« % iio i^. •j.'"'' 

\ . ... . ' • ■ - • " 






\ . « 



" I . ■ > /■ 



I . .' .•'! tij"" can i'smv* 
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It never can be thus suppressed, 
And rooted from the youthful breast ; 
But while the life's blood circles there, 
Its secret pang the heart will bear. 

XVIII. 

Remembered still with fond regret. 
His Jessy he could ne'er forget ; 
Hor lu-ph-ss love, her helpless lot, 
Still h:r.:;ttt'd by the bitter thought 
Oiwliat his hci-ditfss pride had done, 
When tier youpl; h^art was all his own ; 
His sorrows they a]f»:se could tell 
Who lose what they have loved so well. 

.T •• -i Yr';-:inm nov-nr }/*vcd again, 

. V-vvyJi***: o'v" J'"..: tNr^its in vain, 

'."1. ■■; 'S -t t\ ■? i-^. r ^t s m:\rt, 

. ' . " " : "•.:' :; i>L ).\* heart ; 
.: '.-..'..': ■',. .:iA*:]>o honjovnrd turned, 

.. "* '. ■ . ' . ! !/, no b:v »!t hearth burned, 
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XX. 

But fate or fortune oft will turn 

On trifles that the mind would spurn — 

A hasty word, an angry look, 

And pride, that neither well can brook. 

May steep the bosom in distress 

That nature formed for happiness, 

And mix with unavailing tears 

The current of its after years. 
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VISION OF THE MINSTREL. 

A VOETICM. RHAPSODY. 

Hy h"*Jlt» cl:y;ic: i ".-rnied my eye*, 

Anil by Mi ■.; ci «'."»•>*«'. sh«ok to ■«• 
K %n:v.i .u<-> iL^i'^rt gbitist arise, 

'-.»!■■ . '.': ■.'is:-': *u be*— Burn*. 



.'::'.:' Ii»H and plain, 
■/.^ iiilv^r wain* 
. * : . •■!<;■*.: "• '"■•'. : -; s>h the rein, 

• :;unt the skies 



.** . ■. 



^■*- 



• . -ilci 



■.".Hess guise. 



::ring flow, 
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III. 

Embosomed in a lonesome glade. 
With pensive step I wandering strayed. 
Where hawthorns lent a checkered shade 

Of foliage green, 
And every onward step betrayed 

A lovelier scene. 

IV. 

By fancy's wayward tide impelled, 

The glowing thoughts my bosom swelled, 

How deathless bard* tboee summits scaled 

< ■ - •" ■ i.. •■ 

- ■-..-- ' ! t 

<v -y -r « " ' - \ • 

VV - • . '. • / ■ «%. -i • . •• . • - ■•»:»•• -• 



\\ .<?"}!.•■■/ ' - ■ ■-• • •.:»r< > 5 »' ' 

A"d c'orv ;i?:r**cJ /*;!! -hs :ro?I 

Yiv.t fired his lay ; 
}>i,«f 'i(%'.v t-, v^!''"'.t~ fime b?.s stole. 

Those er^«?ns awnv. 
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VI. 

Gone ore the days of fair romance. 
When magic beauty's kindling glance 
Unsheathed the youthful warrior's lance 

To deeds of fame, 
Or wrapt in love's elysian trance 

His soul of flame. 

VII. 

Y. :i.^ j;?.y bards, whose swelling lays 
Y ill v/t« !-.o r.if.'-iritv's dark maze. 
Gliding v.itfi fdiiie*s immortal rays 

The realms of time, 
Till future ages sound thy praise 

Li every clime ; 



r. 



VIII. 

'. :i>\t cno op:.::: ■_.. iiwiig fire 
'■'. t : , , .-.': 1 »t ;i'o:ii C^iar^ sci.nding lyre, 
"■.". .. :: Mjc-eved inai ^s end warriors dire 

Arc poured along, 
". . '."-^' =t. it."-.:.".- :»f marti'i! ire, 

Or plaintive song. 
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IX. 

Or his, whose strong and lofty mind 
Each manly sentiment combined ; — 
O Burns ! within our souls enshrined 

Thy image dwells, 
And round our dearest heartstrings twined, 

Thy memory swells. 

X. 

Darkly thy destiny was wove, 

Thou child of poesy and love ; 

With cruel fate thou maddening strove, 

Till burbt i!:y scul, 
Ar.vl sought its native realms above,— 

Its ki:;.Ircd crc:L 

o 

XL 

Of: ii? my boyhood's wandering days 
I've pondered o'er thy thrilling lays, 
And blushed to feel hope's kindling blaze, 

By thee inspired, 
Ambitious of the pride and praise 

Of Scottish bard. 
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XII. 

\>vay> vain thought— it may not be. 
No trump of fame can sound for me, 
No laurel wreath of minstrelsy 

Shall crown my tomb, 
But oVic mf\ 4tk*A obscurity, 

Of deepest gloom. 

:.%:ijf. 

'.'."•' ■'"■ i: " v .:*v!^j^ tear, 

IV. ".-. . ^■"•aace dear, 

>■'.;_":"■•: .*■':-.-. ■ ". : ■ l- ■■■.■: ■.-.■i^ds my bier 

'' ". ro: ;e wild eve, 

.*, : . ■» ■•(»•.. > - ' ■ •■' • .-- ■■"vot* 

. i. 1 ...^ .'..ul 

'•.'.:;•: grieve,- - 



1 : :* >>une ; 



'C .'•!■? 2 



• - 'lit- 
.- ' > lit 
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XV. 

Yet lives there one — love's darling child, 
Fair bud of promise, sweet and mild ; 
O, many a lonely hour, beguiled 

By love's dear sway, 
I've dreamed of her, and hope still smiled 

With gladdening ray, 

XVI. 

A fairer form did never beam 
On lover's soul or poet's dream* 

While wooing fancy's fitful glean* 



/->- 



i 



i v- t>.»< 












-• V 



.'%;;.? f ■«:•••;■■ !>)' j ;^i7:^ he^"?n ce.n share 

Her bosom yield* 
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XVIII. 

As wildering thus I raved alone, 
Cynthia had reached heaven's azure zone. 
And blazed from her meridian throne 

So fair and bright, 
The stars grew dim, or faintly shone 

With trembling light. 

XIX. 

Who-., I :• ! ii sound foil c:: my ear, 

A:\ I ;-j i3c:.' tl:e :::I. v v. '.t echoes drear; 

A ir^i'.ijL.:,-'; \:\Aic , :L* r^razlQcs fear 

\ !xi-l"od through my soul, 
\.z usurer still, and ztiA r:cre near, 

It solemn stole. 

XX. 

;'". .:. 1 :.'.r\r.\t before n:y wondering eyes 

'.v. iv.::;'.::^. rv^.n was seen to rice; 

i i ■ i ■* i i * • 

■ . - ' • ,-. «-■*-».,? »;i-'i;. -<->v«- 017Q 

Wide shook the ground, 

A:: ' ' ; r.i the u.Miii^ht skies, 

He deeply frowned. 



;\ 
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XXI. 

His stately aspect nobly wore 
A semblance of the days of yore ; 
His lofty brow and ringlets hoar, 

His giant size ; 
And on his arm a harp he bore, 

In minstrel guise. 

XXII. 

As through my soul amazement ran, 
I gazed upon the godlike man ; 
His hoary features, wild and wan, 

Glared cf the tomb, 
And on his brow I faint could scih 

A deathlike '.ilooni. 

XXIII. 
He raised his forehead to the sky 
And poured a deep soliloquy, 
Then raved upon the bended knee 

Devotion wild, 
And heaved anon a plaintive sigh, 

Or darkly smiled. 



XXIV. 

I t*w startling sounds from flood and fell 
4 'ami* inutt«*nn^ through the hollow dell : 

It M'tMlHul OS »f hv wi/Jtnl Spell 

Koth <-arth and air 

RriHgNimlf! to »H.< DiinsttvVs wail 

Of wild despair. 

■ .■ ■■"} 'Vifi>s grey,*' 
• •« •• idH. tr> say, • 
■■■■*' I'wIHke swav. 

■ ^ • * 

- : " E ^ gone, 
• ' » \- 'by ray, 



'• • ' ♦ ■• f • V »' 



■ » 
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XXVII. 

And bursting o'er thy purple heath > 
Impetuous rolled the tide of death, 
On by the blast of freedom's breath. 

'Gainst slavery driven. 
Consuming in its flaming wrath, 

Like fire from heaven. 



XXVIII. 

Redoubted o'er the &e)d& of war, 

Still thundering h'.^led thy <:rhny«r> r- ?r . 



i« .••>-. 



Tli ' •,. • ' 



i«: ■. 



1 m * 1 
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XXX. 

A dastard, crouching, nameless race, 
Thy fame, thy worth, thy name deface, 
And honour's pledge, and love's embrace, 

Are bought and sold, 
Or crushed in mammon's hell-hound chase 

Of sordid gold. 

xxxr. 

Aii.i. !*'.cJ.:* who w.».ke the living lays, 
Sow sir: i t" 1 ^ >""*: '/^cnal praise, 
On i,in:< v : j.f. : ' ■» .ii-r»s high to raise 

A >v-.<: ihless name, 
Thjf should h , ' ■»■•.■. to latest days 

• »s •■! .!.]jk*ss shame." 

"\ r 

.'.., w .'■.'-■:!■'* ".■ ' "'* *:*T>td so deep 9 

: ■ i * 

■_ ■ .. :.\ n, 

.'/ i '! i# '"'il steep 
.'■. !:<■:■• ■.:•; .vere seen, 






O * ■ 



Hi I 

x n ••: = '• *• 

* 

. » 

^ •. ■ . x . ■ . \ . • • 
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\i\il .\oim m « tin 



IS\M. 
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"TH!:. C-rDK AULD TIME." 



*.iy i.« »i't-:, V: .:■ < y...-.: tint tin- former dayi were better than 

*•■ • »"t: ■.-■ . . v»-.\ t^-vv.MJiii: this.— Ecdesioitet, rli. 10l 



'?::YS, 



/.«• braes 
■ : }u'athcr, 



♦.« flier: 



•■iiangj / 



' ■::»'" 



■^ 
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if r. 

When Scotia's lion shook his inane, 
An* \\c had sovereigns o* our a in, 
Wi' knights an' nobles in their train, 

As poets sing, 
Wha ilk ane ruled his sma* domain, 

A petty king : 

IV. 

When there was Hi tie learned but thievin\ 

Hut thnnmli : ■•■: •;". '■■>.'* :-.'!\- .\- ■. ■.-. ■■■■ :./; 
V"!.r:. .: ■ ■ ■ ■ ' ' 



i ■ • 
■ i ■ • 



.-.id 



1 • .... . ■ . . . » i : U » 






., I 



• . < 
.l.i . ' 



v. :.-i. f 



• i i'iiti' 1 * • 

1 .■'■ i "'or it K* -:!'.' :'■. : ■■. » . .: .". 

\\ .»:■ 1 i v.: i-.\:i : 



\.?:.\i> r, rhymes. 



W. 



.• ■«yi* rampagm. 



vr.LiaaiiJ* ; 



... t i»*e wugin', 
* ■ * .■ :$— ped in gore, 

'•••it 'kind's shore : 



•r.-.Hy 


land, 


.• :»u' terror, 
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IX. 

Where v/as the jHwr n\:\\\'& comfort then, 
The ha me that lie could ca* his ain, 
The eouthx but, the cozv ben, 

The fireside free, 
The sacred rights <>' honest, men, 

Blest liberty ? 

X. 

O, ignorance ! man's mortal foe, 
What miseries lo thee *o cv,\ ; 

J. ...... I .■-■..■■ F -. I ■ ■ » ■ ^ . . 



. - , • ■ 

3 -j • . i. . i i » i 

I ■ ■ ■ 

. ..i •':• . 
Yn ♦!■»■»■■. . ' 

1 W ill <_-^- L, ■ - <■ 



■ » . ' ■ ; * i ■ 
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XII. 

)Ui\ >\\\\ «mr country 1 * honoured name 
>'?«:nds ii>rcino?-t Di! tin- !i*i of fame; 
An* he \\:)\i'"[ ht •■"*.*)« r Mir to blame 

V"ha lights her story, 

■ i\ undent glory. 



."> -.i .■;•„' thristle 

. \.i tussle 
": if. never, 
. .d whistle 
.1 .s ever. 
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XV. 

Reform has raised her magic wand, 
And joined us a* baith heart an* hand, « 
And now we take our foremost stand 

Amang the free, 
While dark corruption's skulking band 

Are forced to flee. 

XVI. 

Nae niair ye'll see a paughty bailie, 
An' aiblins he baith weak an' wilv, 
FiudiMir in ;".\K.!: : . fc ' : •':■■ v.* r.*- ■.!■;; ;--.-l' 



< *. 



i ■ 



V.\ 



■. » 



V- :-, 



\\V: : v 






.._ Ill* >>... 
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N X I. 

V\x\\\v\ tlu- IvjiuiiT tkv :J!ul tsitr* 
OVr ilniU; \alr ami immittaU* bare; 

Is «'tv«:sS« mpV hwatls ; 

Long may MH- wiivc hor standard ilu-iv, 

OVr bill a»ul hrath. 
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'■■••t to tire on; — 

•■■' ftvron; 

: "■•:;■ a syren ; 
• i \ re, 
:».». lire ! 



■.:\\ eve— 



.vthsigh. 
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O for the pen of Scott, tliy prake to tell, 

In strains that, like his own, should never die. 
Ah! nothing- stimulates the menial stuff 
Like potent pinches of inspiring snutf. 

III. 

Behold the smoker! See with what a grace 
He lights his pipe, and every eare defies ; 

A calm tranquillity breathes o'er his face, 
And silent pleasure sparkles in his eyes. 

Puff after puff the clouds cu<Ji other chase, 
Or rise in '"url'iiur 'V;v ;:.; '»■«■ '■:[. ■■; ; 

\i» , :|iti-"]' ' ■ i » "- : ; ■* j \ '»■ % ■ •■ 

1 ■ 1 1 .. • . 1 . I'k ■ I * ..•■■ .. 

" I I V . ' ■ ' > 

^ t I I '. L ..... . 



tti'f sir v.- ■■..;■ 



* ■ / 



!: MM-' ■ : .■ V..: 



■ ■ . I ■ 



Vil! ■■■ 



S; :;■;. \:\\: '■ ''J) V- vI :ii:i! x •'■ ■^ : ^•: iVe* — 
t" •* i ■ i « I - » I «i 
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■ ' : ■: box in hand, 

." i'K-paratioii ; 
■'•;.* !io and bland, 

■ .i.crt'»»; and grand! 

:t :■■<*. UUIU 

\:\ iLHiffing,— 
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Fobaeeo-pipes were never thought of yet, 

To compliment a. i!i:m of ntiMn .-.pi'-ii ! 
From this piain iiiu »t inav In. cleariv wen 
That men of scase have always siiwiV*.-^* **ceu. 

VIIL 

How sweet in rhurch to see a box appear. 

When «v»e rr«'fs drowsv, and is apt to dose! 
[t gives v ;••• * * :'•: ♦■; see- and ears to hear— 

A :■' ": . ■'. ■.'!.»■!!*.! \ to ?l:e nosr. 

Siiud '■•■ '." ;".■' '■' ' ." *"■•>• "!'•'•'.'. 

V.\ . ■....-.- M.^s: 
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:"urvli of mind" 
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My good old face was time-worn, dwarf and dapper, 

But look upon me now ! hip, hip, hurra! 
Large, broad, and wide, I'll sport my buxom figure, 
And dash away with full-grown might and vigour. 

III. 
My veteran pages have your grandsires read, 

And scanned niv columns at the *" Forty-five/' 
When famous .loh'm\ ("ope to Ih-ruick tied, 

(ilad to.e s eapv '.'ie !'•••>: I y,» v- 1 -..!:-; ;il«\e — 
When I'll.'.".!- \ '' i in. -j:rc:iii 

w;. ■ '" 



V. i 



c '! ;•)'•». 



•. • -'Jl : 
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ADDRESS, 

DELIVERED AT A COKTIVIAL MEETING OT FRIMTERS COW- 
VKCTED WITH THE CALEDONIAN MERCURY OFFICE, 1833. 

I. 

Mr Chairman, 

In virtue of my high vocation 
Of Laureat, and in imitation 
Of all who wear the laurel crown. 
Or seek by rhyme to gain renown, 
I now, Sir, as in duty bound, 
When our high festival comes round, 
Proceed, with reverence, to address 
Mine honoured brethren of the press. 

II. 
Let other poets fawn and flatter, — 
Their patrons all with praise bespatter ; 
No fawning sycophant am I, 
f hail my Patron in the sky, 
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Whose never-dying thoughts and words, 

More sharp, more strong, than despots' swords, 

Will still extend its wide dominion, 

Based on the force of free opinion, 

And burst the bands of Goths and Russians,— 

A Gulliver 'mong Lilliputians t 

VII. 

The poor man at his humble hearth, 
Learns to appreciate its worth ; 
Before its light the shadows fly 
That dimmed his intellectual eye ; 
And by that light he learns to scan 
Between the rights and wrongs of man. 
Holding, beneath his lowly shed, 
44 High converge with the mighty dead,* 9 
It brings the pleasure and the pride 
Of knowledge to his own fireside ; 
Lifts him above all low pursuits, 
Calls forth his noblest attributes, 
Gives a new impulse to his mind, 
The generous wish, the thought refined, 
And yields a never -failing charm 
To rouse, to elevate, to warm ; 
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Makes him, as far as knowledge can, 

A wiser and a better man. 

And thus the freedom of the press 

Enlarges human happiness — 

And, last not least — O ! happy fellows, 

It clothes our backs and fills our bellies ; 

And well may printers wish it speed, 

To win their wives and bairnies bread. 

VIII. 

Success, then, to the Press, and all 

Connected with it, great and small, 

Whether they seek for honest gain 

By sweat of brow or sweat of brain, 

From those kind guests who grace our revels, 

Down to the humble pips and devils. 

IX. 

The blessings of a poetaster 

Light on our young respected master : 

The important hour has come at last, 

The Rubicon of life is past ; 

The glorious age of twenty-one 

Proclaim* the liherty q{ man ; 



182 AAMBL1XU AHYMKM. 

While Hope, exulting, points the way 
To pleasures of a riper day. 
May happiness his steps attend, 
And find him still the poor man's friend, 
With wealth to spend and wealth to spare, 
With open heart and hand to share, 
With fortune freely on him flowing, 
And ^ork to keep us all a-going ; — 
His liuer*.-*!* and ours are one — 
$v~v ,-,, ■■■■} .;.<st*T and to man, 

\r»d when .k -v^vlo — as wed he will, 



T ••■■ j.v v'^cuhctic skill — 



■ ! 



, : a) V 



*h -el h •■.:.. • :,<.\e;s of love, to find 
.. . V. 5-ur, and kind, 
: •; l'v "-.-iy.. deeply prove 

;*i ^ :' ■ ^cci'i love,' 

'■;.• ... l V '. , ^..:." ion 
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XL 

Now, by the Nine, this night should be 

A spirit-stirring jubilee ; 

A night to social joy devoted, 

By sentiment and song promoted ; 

A night to clear the brow of care, 

And smooth out every furrow there ; 

A night to drain the cup of pleasure, 

And push it round in flowing measure ; 

A night, in short, of bounding glee, 

And soul-inspiring revelry. 

O, then, let each and all rejoice, 

With merry heart and tuneful voice, 

And dedicate a glorious dram 

To v «;*•■>. ni«>. ar;« v it»' bvonrv. Tfluna„* r 
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VERSES ON A SIMILAR OCCASION, 



I. 

Another year hath passed away, 
(And yet it seems but yesterday, 

So swift time wings its flight), 
Since we were all, with blythe accord, 
Assembled round the festive board, 

Just as we are to-night. 

II. 

There's not in all this world of care 
A pleasure that can once compare 

With ours when thus we meet ; 
The mysteries of our " black art* 
Unite in friendship every heart, 

And make the charm complete. 
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III. 

No " dirty proofs" dare enter here — 
We'll prove the charms of social cheer, 

In bumpers flowing high ; 
No " outs," no " doubles," tease the brain. 
But double bumpers out we'll drain, 

And all life's cares defy. 

IV. 

No " slurs," no " bites," can here annoy ; 
The bites and picks that we enjoy 

Must feast the hungry soul ; 
Our "roller" is a round of beef; 
We'll find a cure for every grief 

In this capacious bowl. 

V. 

Well prove the freedom of the press> 
And of the cellar too, I guess, 

With such a glorious dinner ; 
From all life's biles and slurs " lock'd up," 
We'll wash, with many a festive cup, 

Both " outer form" and " inner." 
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VI. 

The devils here may feast on pye y 
The hungry pigs forget their stye, 

Where husks are sometimes few ; 
The cuddies, too, will cease to bray ; 
Feasting on fat, they'll moist their clay 

With streams of mountain dew. 

VII. 

Who would not envy now their " cases," 
TI.ls ' 3ines" have fallen in pleasant places, 
I\"»i ^ out of sorts" are none ; 

" Cou:\ < -■ \v.-0 .** 4 made up," and well "adjusted". 
TU'jo.^. ■;■•.■; ' uvc hi a chase, it's trusted, 
T; ' . it their stick" and run. 



VIII. 

?>;de their cares, 






•^i}, i: cape from theirs, 

.V.. --.,.; :-v: festive scene; 
v . Vf f \i metal bright, 
TM\£? ph\- • r -i-^ .a! br en pieJCd to-night, 
l£oit rli c >v4y and clean. 
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IX. 

The knights of the goosefeather here 
May find a goose more pleasant cheer 

Than scraping at its quill ; 
The " balance sheet's" laid on the shelf. 
But each, in balancing himself, 

May need his utmost skill ! 

X. 

O, we who " practise at the bar*' 
The " advocates" of freedom are, 

With banner wide unfurled ; 
The lever ot Archimedes 
L> juht the lever of the press, 

That moves the mora! world* 

XL 

The printing-press is Freedom's ark \ 
It keeps unquenched the vital spark, 

Which all true Scotchmen cherish. 
It sprung from that immortal tree 
Whose sacred fruit is Liberty, 

Whose root shall never perish. 
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XII. 

O, greater far than school or college. 
We are the pioneers of knowledge, — 

A mighty " press-gang" we ; 
Still foremost in the " march of mind" 
The " swinish multitude" you'll find, 

The vanguard of the free. 

XIII. 

Tis ours to " register 1 ' the claim 
Of many a bright and honoured name 

In fame's immortal " pages ;" 
And oft their " broken forms" we " bear," 
And " press" them with a parent's care, 

The pride of future ages. 

XIV. 

Our inky honours all must prize ; 
Corrected from the last " revise," 

We give them wings to fly : 
Above the " coffin* and the " stone," 
They spring to fame's immortal throne, 

With names that never die I 
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XV. 

Now let us all as one unite, 

And give to mirth one glorious night, 

As we have now begun. 
While life and joy are on the wing, 
We'll snatch the pleasures as they spring, 

Of friendship and of fun. 

XVI. 

With social spirit, light and gay, 
Let's laugh and sing as long's we may, 

And draughts of gladness quaff; 
When every laugh and every drink 
Adds to life's chain another link, 

Who would not drink and laugh ? 
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EPITHALAMIUM. 



I. 

Fill high the social cup! 

Let each &\d a!! prepare 
Freely to ph %e and «|uaff it up — 

Joy to th>: ^' u -rg svkI fair! 
The fcsuvt: >*-ttx U hright 

Iu< ^e *kv. tUiit r ?h.:s ».iid reigns to-night 

31. 

'SV^^fi ;-':.,, v*«'»;vtW1 v'^-p.fh is twined, 

LU -U ■'.'■>■. ".- •■''■ : ' :>.'fC 1 Valid J 

SVhv »> ■.■'»":(.;; .■■■'■•■ : -'-v/: aw f'airlv joined 
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When friends and kindred meet 

To bless the happy pair, 
How gaily should the moments fleet — 

What happiness be there ? 

III. 

Push round the sparkling glass, 

Let every bosom bound ; 
With mirth and joy let the evening pass, 

And the merry song go round. 
Let the gravest now be gay, 

And the old once more be young, 
And think of the days that are passed away, 

And the mngs that then werz sung. 

IV. 

A happy home be theirs, 

Where love and friendship reign, 
Unclouded by the sordid cares 

Of self-inflicted pain ; 
Blest with content and health, 

Prudence and honest pride; 
These can impart unfading wealth, 

Whatever rnav betide. 
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Love is the balm of life, 

Soul of the poet's song ; 
But the love that warms a wedded wife* 

Devoted, tried, and strong — 
I've rack'd my brains for rhyme* 

Such lasting love to sing, 
Triumphant o'er the wreck of time 

That chance or change may bring. 

VI. 

And on this bridal night. 

While the blythsome honeymoon 
With beams of hope is dawning blight 

The nuptial joys to crown, — 
I'll try a lay of love, 

Composed of milk and honey, 
As tender as a sucking dove, 

In praise of matrimony. 

VII. 

From time immemorial the moon has been noted 
For shining at night upon lovers devoted, 
For stealing the hearts and disturbing the brains 
Of ladies romantic and love-sighing swains. 
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VIII. 

From her watch-tower on high she looks smilingly down, 
And notes all that passes in country or town ; 
The wide-heaving ocean she holds in subjection, 
The winds nnd the weather obey her direction. 

IX. 

Though bright, she seems cold, and though fair, she 

seems fickle ; 
She first shows her horn — just the size of a sickle. 
Still waxing, or waning, or changing her place, 
Not two nights the same i^ Iut figure or face. 



\, 



But it's all a Jut : ! « .■•..*» •., '.h' *eic>:re tb-t traces 

For tutor* J or tender in t-»r^«cv..N cr 'ht cs ; 

It's all in u»y <«ye-— an:! / ii.it man is a foul 

Who would iud'/e m^on or mort.il l»v anv .such rule. 

■J * * • 

XL 

'Tis said that the lunatic, poet, and lover, 

Are much of a kidney the world all over; 

For all their wild fancies the moon has been blamed, 

By p<>et and proser mo>t falsely defamed ; 

N 



J 
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XII. 

For she is a matron most trusty and tender, 

Tier Laureate nm I — and I've vowed to defend her) 

She's faithful as fair, and a pattern is she 

To all who are married— or long so to be. 

XIII. 

Hit huMwid, her lord, and her lover the Sun is; 

.Vh ;■■■.■ !..- \>.: the lnam> of her bright-eyed Adonis ; 
It.id; t v< r.:>v tiU i horning, from morning till night, 
M=> •.--.: jj'w uihiiirv to be out of his sight. 

XIV. 

;■ f ■■-. •:«.:... .■,■:»!: will pop in between them, 
\ -v. rrv -■ i:. 1 \ „v b ??■...•■: *-■ i::ky shadow to screen them; 
.. ''c i.t»i:ti-f.- i-. } ..;t bosom to stain, 
"■■■'•»■■! -»t : i;i r ,i i' >■>.:.'?«<:&} and beauty again. 

\- -. ■ 

: ■ t ri-". -.Lvtable matron, 

■».'■:■• :■■! 'ii= v., ; t ;.i. rniu love the patron ; 
. ■; -.< i'.iiiSfiul >'.» hiNotn iind boon — 
■ ■•' v.\. • >.' iji blvtlic i)0!K'\uifM>n. 



i 
i ■ 
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XVI. 

Then fill up a bumper, for I have been thinking 
She's also a patron of eating and drinking ; 
Her likeness a cheese or a bannock we call, 
But a jolly punch bowl she is likest of all. 

XVII. 

So let us like her still replenish our horn, 
And hail with a welcome the first bridal morn, 
Then leave the fond couple to Hymen's soft care, 
With — Joy to the hearth of the new -married pair ! 
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TO BETSY. 



I. 

\\ '■: ' ': ■ - .- \ ] :\ r.u-e so lair, 

i :.-:•< ■ *: ■ . . i . >,= mildly beaming, 

vy : .rj. ,i]; •'•■ ; {■ ■.';. - ; liurlnmred there, 

: . . ;■■■■■. ■'■-.:! c-nrOily seeming; 

. : :!m ;w>is came o'er me, 

!.■■-.• me. 



.; •;: •; ' ■ » if love, 

;■ a) . liildhood; 
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A vision bless'd to fancy's eye, 

Of youthful love and fairy lightness— 

The promised star to gild my sky, 

In thee revealed with all its brightness ! 

III. 
The happy hours I've spent with thee 

Will never from remembrance perish ; 
And whisperM pleasures, yet to be, 

The more I feel the more I cherish. 
But doubt will lurk, and fear alarm, 

That some mischance of thee bereave me ; 
That fate* will hurst the magic charm ; 

That thou wilt change; (hat thou will leave me. 

IV. 

By all the tics that lo\ers bind, 

Bv ail the vows of love unbroken, 
By all that's gentle, good, and kind, 

As ever yet was sung or spoken ; 
If plighted faith can aught avail, 

By these I vow I'm thine for ever. 
Oh! calm thy lover's fears, and tell 

That nought on earth our hearts can sever. 
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UKTKOSI'KCTION. 
to i:ktsy. 

I. 

Ki:mkm branch throws a light divine 
O'i i sccii<*s and days departed,— 

i'iiL its i : ii». : . »nvs of** uuld langsyne," 
i'i'i: hi; • -i- i tr-ndtr-lit'orted— 

i !•: < -W • .-Vii :.. :•{'? that cheer'd me then, 
'!'••(• rho. • - ;-., :ha? charm'd me; 

Thr iM;!;t'. : * ■"•■ "i.»t i>)edired in vain, — 
Tin- ti^r'i.'i : *■■ ".-■■ *'\-'\ witrmM me. 

n. 

" r :-i. •..■■= .■■■■■■ '. i :i-"hrf\il days— - 

! !;■ ■:.■: . f l ■: »j ■ .-I * iMith, 
ii-.-i ■ ■ : '.-■ W '■ «^r»irin£ ravs, 

■ i * 

Scil'f ». '. *\.- . *• • .-■» i''lt( 

Oi.^ ■■.*!■■ .- :" j-;. ■ :?•■• '<iO( com id share, 

'i l». • *■.?■-.: . ■ ■■■• i; ■ v- i ; :ij:fir? ; 
f »:. ' , .-■: . . ; ■ :,: ..;■". • .-.■ <-r '-onier 
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III. 

When daylight faded in the west, 

And evening's dewy hour 
Fell softly on the balmy breast 

Of meadow, field, and flower, 
Dear was the sweet sequester'd walk, 

Wrapt in the shades of gloaming ; 
The promised joys — the happy talk — 

The fond romantic roaming, 

IV. 

O ! many a mild and moonlit night, 

When home with joy returning, 
We'\e gazed upon the glorious light, 

Our breast* with ferv.v.ir burping ; 
Or linger* I in the leafy shade, — 

The mellow radiance streaming, 
And glancing through the chequer'd glade, 

On dark eyes brighter beaming. 

V. 

Thy beauty in the beams of noon 

Had all mv heart's devotion, 
But waked beneath the mellow moon 

A tenderer emotion : 
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When tirst I breathed my love to thee, 
The cloudless moon shone clearly ; 

A >ili*iit witness then was she 
'11m! thou < lid's t love me dearly. 

VI. 

t -:*■ v i.i-r. rlu- niirlits were long and dark, 

■■ '•■■ ■'* : \-w keen and chill, 
<» ii the lonely park, 

..i-:\ hill. 
■ i !*i irmpest's wrath, 
>• : • . . 1'jj *torm — 

. ' ■ ■ ':"'.■ . ;•■',! ed our path, 
. ■ '-i .- el-arm. 

11 : '.♦ ; re blest 
< ; ..' ■■■•-} love; 

." ' ■ ■ l.'.en the test 

■ - « >■ * 

4. • 
f 

■ ". .'.l.ilj'n'od's mirth, 

.. n'.i. .I'.'vtrth, 



1 
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SONG. 

ORIGINAL AIR. 
I. 

Sweeter is she than balm of morn, 
Breathing o'er mead and mountain ; 

O ! fresher than the fragrant thorn 
That shades the sparkling fountain : 

Brighter than morning's orient beam, 
On ocean's bosom darning ; 

Softer than eicnin.-.r's Uinrerinir j?leam, 

On WOOil aM(l ". ;;t..'V r'.I'iUMM.'r. 

11. 

That graceful form, that melting glance, 

Aye fills my heart with gladness, 
Which waked those nameless transports once, 

And banished all mv sadness. 
The same dear smile that charmed my youth 

Still throws its glamour o'er me ; 
In all its beautv, — all its truth, — 

That form is still before me. 
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ST.-\N/\S FOR MUSIC. 



I. 

Fhkum; £ivi U -v :!ifr and passion dwell 
\Vi=::i;. » : . :< .sh i-S ilmse. dark eyes, 
\Y;.» ■. ir !:»:*.(■ ■;:;!:pr.^y tell 

; *: .. : *;...- >.-.'< !*/'sf sympathies; 
\«.-. . .\.-l ;»:■■:!»■. ■ ■ .iviu so fair, 
». .■!?■: i *■ ione and tnie ; 

■■■ .tv! '-varfs there 
■'■■ :"' v rvr-r iw.'W. 



r , 



■<■ i 



1- »i--i. ■ • v :■ . ■■,.:"■•' ■\i«iy beam, 
5 "j?--' 1 .!.-;*.*'.: !;i ■■■ 'j . '<r ,!iid ikvnv ; 
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Might sorrow never dim those eyes, 

Nor care disturb that placid brow, 
Nor anguish rend that breast with sigh a, 

Where youth's warm pulse is throbbing now. 

III. 

Then like a bird with her I'd flee 

To some sequestered peaceful home, 
Some lone isle in the circling sea, 

Where pain and death might never come. 
Away on fancy's airy wing, 

Where all we'd feel, and hear, and sec, 
Might flourish in perpetual spring, 

From mortal blight and sorrow free. 
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O, LEAVE ME NOT! 

T. 

I'm! the evening hour, 
* :.-!, i* all our own; 
< !< on tree and flower, 
iv ir sheets for thee alone. 
■ ■ ■■• '.vening star, 
:■■■• hid thee stay ; 
- " - ■ # - «jih1 far, 
;- j;«ps to stray. 

. i. 

■■■;■■ din* 

'. trembling light, 

■U-.» to win — 
:' .■ ni^lit. 

".-. ■. '-. i - li-pine — 

• '■■..■ . •. y -}:i«« mine. 
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THE FLITTTN' O' THE COW. 

Aib — Tak' your auld Cloak about yc. 



1. 

In summer when the fields were green, 

An* heather hells bloomed ower the lea, 
An* hawthorn.^ lent their Icat'v screen, 

A fragrant bkM ii«r bird atv bte; 
Our Ilitwku- in lin- » V ♦ rr iield 

Was ch'^vin' Kr cid wi* gratoiu' uiou', 
An' our irudcuite, ^i' eydent hand, 

Had ju<t been out to flit the cow. 

II. 

<), our irndemauV a leal irudcmnn, 
But nane maun darv to say him na; 

There's nac a laird in a' the Ian* 
\\Y higher hand mainteens the law. 
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Though he be jjoot he's unco proud, 
An' a\c maun be obeyed at hame ; 

An 1 there, when he's in angry mood, 
Wli.i conters him may rue the same. 



III. 

*- Gin. Jlit the cow !" says our gudeman — -^^SS^ 

\\'Y mm"!;, tongue the dame replies, 

■■ . «i; ■.. in- al road v done" — 

•■<'.. ,::•;.■■ c.jw !" again he cries. 

■■ M> vii. y/i l il-.? wi* hand an' heart, 
if yi v c . m- : - 4 . yvjth kind an* tnie ; 

*.. l ■••■■ 5 \ • u> : : :• t ■ . «. v. oi nun's part — 

> "'.fas'i-, .:ur.ewili», an* flit the cow!" 



« i - — 



i 



IV. 

■■.!*•. h '"loan gane gyte, 
. • rMttit hern ; 

' ; : \i*\\ H\ tC, 
. ! ;■ t p.n -an. 
i : «:< ;.j iiin 
:::: ';■ •:»»' cVii now ? 
•i - .: . v.- r taen r 
■J-., .;:v fi.t the cow !" 
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V. 

u Gudeman, when we were lad an' lass, 

Your tongue was like a honey kaim ; 
An' aye ye vowed ye'd ne'er prove fause, 

But kythe like ony lamb at hamc. 
But now ye look sae dark an' doure, 

Wi' angry e'e an' crabbit mou', 
Ye gar me aften rue the hour" 

" 1 say, gudewife, gae flit the cow !" 

VI. 

Syne he began to loup an' ban, 

When out the wife flew in a hufX; 
" Conic back ! con-.c b«.*.i k. V ^ ncs our gudeman, 

" Come back i obedience is enough ! ! 
My sovereign will y< maun obey, 

When my commands are laid on you ; 
Obedient, baith by night an' day, 

A if ready aye to Jiit iht <uw ."' 



4 
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ABSENT FRIENDS. 



1. 

:<» t'ir friends far awa, 

*.- to the friends far awa; 

bowl, running over the brim, 
'.'•:c friends far awa. 



II. 



■i"- 1 i^U of our youth, 


.■ :■. :■ 'St of a';" 


■ •_ uf will never forget, 


• friends far awa. 


■r.'jiuls, &C. 


'li. 

. ■..-,? roam, 


• ;l- ! » ■ til 
<. • ' 1. i ill ) 



■ l' licart turn, 
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IV. 

O ! far from the homes of their love 

May the blasts of adversity blaw ; 
And the sorrows of age, like a mild setting sun, 

Fa' light on the friends far awa. 
Here's to the friends, &c. 

V. 

And here's to the young and the gay — 

And the auld, that are wearin' awa ; 
With hearts running o'er, like the glassrs wc draw, 

We'll drink to the friends far awa. 
Here's to the friends, &t . 

VI. 

And here's to the friends that art' near, 

United in harmony a ? ; 
And aye when we meet, may we never forget 

To drink to the friends far awa. 
Here'* to tlie friends, \<\ 



i) 
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SONG. 

ORIGINAL AIR. 
I. 

Come, fill me a glass, and I'll sing you a songs 

When all are so merry and free, 
() I who would not mingle our revels among, 

And join in a chorus with me. 
This night we devote to convivial joy, 

And defy any care to intrude; 
For I guess, by the glance of each bright-beaming eye, 

We're all in the merriest mood. 
For I guess, &c. 

II. 

O ! blest be the dav when we first saw the sun, 

And blest be the land of our birth ; 
The dear Land of Cakes, with its freedom and fun, 

Its mountains, its music, and mirth. 



RAMBLING RHYMES. 211 

And blest— doubly blest — be the hearths of our love, 

Ah ! never from them will we roam, 
Hut be faithful and true, as the fond turtle-dove, 

To the fireside endearments of home. 
But be faithful, &c. 

III. 

May the tear that can flow at humanity's shrine, 

Aye dwell in our heart's dearest core ; 
May the halo of love, with its breathings divine, 

Encircle the bounds of our roar : 
And friendship and freedom, to Scotia so dear, 

Will ne'er in our bosoms decay, 
While a laugh and a song, and a glass of good cheer, 

Can drown all the cares of the day. 
While a laugh, &c. 
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THE POLISH EXILE. 

Ml :1C BY G. CID1L 



O when shall fair Freedom retur% 

The land of the exile to tare ? 
\nd when that) the laurel that springs from the urn 

Encircle the brows of the brave? 

II. 
rhe banner that proudly of yore 

For Poland and victory flew, 
O when shall it brightness and beauty restore 

\ home to the brave and the true ? 

III. 
i > iiir from his dear native land 



And crave a poor pittance from charity's hiuid, 
A meed from the kind and the free. 
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IV. 

The star of his country is dim, 

The dream of his glory is o'er ; 
And the sweet voice of home is a stranger to htm 

Who pines on a far foreign shore. 

V. 

But Poland's bright star will arise 

To welcome the exile's return, 
And then will he dash the tear-drop from his eyes, 

When the slave and the tyrant shall mourn. 

VI. 

The spirit that breathed in the slain, 
The blood of the young and the brave, 

Will rouse all the might of old Poland again, 
And proudly her banner shall wave ! 
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SONNET— EARL GREY. 

WRITTEN ON THE PASSIVE OF THE REFORM BILL. 



No warlike trophies mark his honoured name, 

No laurels stained with blood his brows adorn, 
No frantic shouts his martial deeds proclaim, 

No widow weeps— no helpless orphans mourn 
His bloodless triumph. Still to freedom's cause 

The eloquent, the tried and stedfast friend ; 
Strong in the arms of peace and Britain's laws, 

In him the statesman and the patriot blend. 
Friend of the people when their friends were few, 

And branded by the powerful and the proud, 
He turns not with the turning tide to woo 

The spirit of the times, or court the crowd. 
True to his country, he has gained a name 
" Above all Greek, above all Roman fame." 
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SONNET— FRANCIS JEFFREY. 



Let sounding titles hail the pompous train 

Of high-born rank and fashion ; let the world 
Bow to the great and idolize the vain, 

Wherever fortune's chariot-wheels are hurl'd. 
Thine is the homage of the enlightened mind, 

Illustrious Jeffrey ! thine a nobler name 
Than all the " boast of heraldry" combined, 

The pride of kings or " pomp of power" can claim. 
Wherever knowledge has diffused its light, 

Where'er the voice of freedom has been heard, 
The name of Jeffrey's known, the friend of right, 

The patriot's honest pride and warm regard. 
Old champion of Reform, we bow to thee, 
The victory is thine— and Scotland's free ! 
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REFORM JUBILEE. 

«t l>tROI)Y ON THE " BATTLE OF THE BALTIC.' 



I. 

Of the Athens of the North 
Sing the Jubilee's renown, 
When, rejoicing, satted forth 
The Reformers of the town, 

And their banners proudly waved in the sun ; 
K\u!ting, hand in hand, 
! n a bold united band ; 
V iid the best of all the land 

Cheered them on. 

II. 

Like a mighty countless host 
Hound the hustings they combine, 
Where they sang a glorious song 
Kre they formed in marching line. 
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* 

It was twelve o'clock at noon by the chime. 
When we heard the rolling drum, 
And the bagpipe's Highland hum, 
Mix*d with shouts of " There they come — 

Now*s the time I" 

III. 

Then the joyous people rushed 
To behold the gorgeous scene, 
And by one another pushed, 
They went bounding o'er the green ; 

" Reform," the Marshals cried, when each man, 
With a smile upon his lips, 
Kicks the dust up as he trips, 
Till it threatened an eclipse 

Of the sun. 

IV. 

Hurra ! hurra ! again, 
And the cheering did not slack, 
While the m;. «ic*s swelling strain 
By the hills was echoed back— . 
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The drums along the streets grandly boom 
While the humbled Tories wail 
As they sadly turn their tail, 
And they looked confounded pale 

At their doom. 

V. 

Now joy, Auld Reekie, raise ! 
For the splendour of the sight, 
When the fireworks' glorious blase 
Had dispel I'd the shades of night ; 

And yet amidst the joy and uproar, 
Some did their senses steep 
In a bowl so wide and deep, 
That they drank themselves asleep 

At the splore. 
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SONG FOR THE TORIES. 

A PARODY. 
I. 

Now statesmen of ability 

Are banished out of doors, 
And all the cry is, Earl Grey, 

With his humbug bills and bores ! 
O the airs I hate, of a Whig in State, 

Give me the good old reign, 
When their tongues wagged all, in St Stephen's Hall, 

And their tongues wagged all in vain ! 

II. 

On beds of down our Tories lay, 

And laughed the Whigs to scorn, 
While the squires so bold would bouse away 

At the jovial mellow horn : 



i 
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And their friends look eve a bill to prepare, 

To keep out foreign grain. 
() 'twas merry in the Hail, when their tongues wagged al 

And the Whigs wagged theirs in vain ! 

III. 

But when the election votes are told, 

Ot Radical, Whig, or Tory, 
We're sure the hearts of our tenants old 

Will be true to their country's glory. 
T<> the right about will the Whigs march out, 

And we'll march in again ; 
i nen how merry in the Hall, when their tongues wag al 

And their tongues wag all in vain! 
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ELECTION LYRIC. 

Tune— u An old woman clothed in grey." 

L 

Arouse ! all ye true-hearted Scots, 

The Tories are now in high feather ; 
They come to solicit your votes, 

So lay all your noddles together. 
O'er the length and the breadth of the land, 

They muster and rally their forces, 
Determined that few shall withstand 

Their power— or the length of their purses. 
Sing to! de rol lol, &c. 

II. 

11 le tenant that boggles to sell 

His vote for u mess of their pottage, 

His politics soon may bewail, 

When they bundle him out of his cottage. 
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The farmer must bow to the laird, 
Or he'll soon be a poor humble cotter ; 

While " Jemmy that delv'd in the yard 9 * 
May rise to the rank of a voter. 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 

III. 

The tradesman that votes for a Whig 

May shut up his shop when he pleases ; 
The grocer — a Radical prig ! — 

They'll purchase no more of his cheeses : 
Ye tailors or cobblers who dare 

Oppose the " Conservative" faction, 
The Tories have pennies to spare, 

But yell never finger a fraction ! 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 



IV. 

u Oblige me, and I'll oblige you — 

There's nothing more friendly and civil ; 

Or else you may bitterly rue, 
Win n too late to ward off the evil." 

They'll do with their own what they will, 
Like the great Duke of what d'ye call it, 
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And kick up their heels at the bill, 

Till they run themselves foul of the ballot ! 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 

V. 

A fig for the poor craven tool 

Who now has the weakness to waver, 
For none but the knave or the fool 

Would be slaves to their fear or their favour. 
Let us stand by the men of our choice, 

And laugh at the old Tory twaddle ; 
For all their big words and their noise 

Are nothing but mere fiddle faddle. 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 

VI. 

Tli en hey for the cause of Reform, 

And hey for the bonny Scots Thistle, 
And "the pilots that weathered the storm," 

Grey, Brougham, Jeffrey, Althorp, and Russell. 
Reformers are wonderful rife, 

But put not your trust in a new one : 
The man who has fought all his life 

Against you, can ne'er prove a trite one. 
Sing tol de rol lol, &c. 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 

APDHES8KD TO THE WRITER'S BROTHER, IN SICKNESS, 

1820. 

I. 

Pi rest source of social feeling, 
Friendship's dear and kindred flow ; 

Balm the wounds of sorrow healing 
Through the chequered shades of woe. 

II. 

1 )<>areflt gift of bounteous nature, 

Lead us to thy hallowed shrine ; 
^wnpathy in every feature 

Sumps the attribute divine. 

HI. 

I.-ove is hut a iairy treasure, 

Fleeting as the rosy May ; 
Friendship yields a lasting pleasure, 

Fijirnest of celestial iluv. 



\ 



I 
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IV. 

Ah ! how wretched— doubly wretched, 

He who never had a friend ; 
On the bed of anguish stretched, 

Who the tender sigh will lend ? 

V. 

Strangers to the tear of sorrow 

Never knew the smile of joy- 
Hope that gilds affliction's morrow, 

Pointing better things on high. 

VI. 

Earthly hope is a deceiver, 

Shadow of an idle dream ; 
They who fondly still believe her, 

Insects of a sunny beam. 

VII. 

Fare thee well — and peace attend thee, — 
Peace which friendship cannot name ; 

Bliss that heaven can only send thee ; 
Hope that knows no earthly aim. 

p 
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VIII. 

These are joys of purer pleasure 
Than the world can e'er bestow ; 

Morning dawn of bliss the measure. 
Breaking through the clouds of wo. 

IX. 

Hand in hand may friendship lead us, 
As in days of pleasure past ; 

And may God in mercy guide us 
To a hotter home at last. 
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LAMENT FOR THE AUTHOR'S BROTHER. 



I. 

Awake ! O nature's voice, awake ! 

And from griefs inmost core 
Thy weeping lamentation make, 

A Brother to deplore — 
By death's fell blast untimely borne, 
From friendship's bleeding bosom torn : 
'Tis mine to shed the bitter tear, 
I i" e'er my heart has known the joy 
That springs from friendship's dearest tie- 
Flow forth my sorrows o'er a Brother's bier. 

II. 

I'll mourn for thee, thou early friend 

And brother of my heart, 
While pity has a sigh to lend, 

Or can a tear impart. 
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Sacred to friendship's softest tear. 
Thy memory ever shall be dear — 
Thy memory — ah 1 I little thought 
So soon to wail my brother's doom. 
And bear him to an early tomb- 
So soon his glowing hopes to nothing brought. 

III. 

Yet not forgotten shalt thou be 

If any song of mine 
Can draw a tear of sympathy 

To bathe thv hallowed shrine — 
Tin* tender tear to sorrow given, 
Sv.eet uiiblem of its native heaven. 
Tin- tr! o\\ of love and friendship dear 
S.ul-M ii: thy heart with raptures high — 
That heart which now must mouldering lie, 
\\ Mile friendship weeps o'er thy untimely bier. 

IV. 

() Death ! why crop the vernal flower, 

And spore the wintry stem? 
i> it to show tin tyfant power, 

This cruel tax von claim ? 
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Alas ! what countless wretches pine, 
What suppliants round thy ghostly shrine 
Weep at the dawn of joyless morn ; 
While blooming youth is swept away 
Beneath thy all-devouring sway, 

From fairest hopes and dearest pleasures torn. 

<■ 

V. 

How pleasing childhood's early day, 

Our little joys how dear, 
Gilded by fancy's magic ray, 

And hope that knows no fear : 
We little think what ills await, 
What sorrows in the womb of fate 
May blight our manhood's op'ning bloom : 
The roses of the spring appear, 
We smile to think our summer near — 
We smile — and weave a garland for the tomb. 

VI. 

Adieu, ye happy days, adieu ! 

Your requiem dirge I sing ; 
My path no more with flowers to strew 

Returns the gladsome spring : 



1 
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By woods and wilds no more to rove. 
And listen to the notes of love, 
With youthful pleasure on the wing: 
Wrapt in my brother's early grave 
The joys which youth and friendship gave, 
While memory sends her pang my heart to wring. 

VII. 

Now nature in her hoary shroud 

Si in ads desolation far, 
\mi from the bleak involving cloud 

Mourns in her wintry car; 
Hut summer suns again will rise, 
\nd merry morns and azure skies 
Av.ukc the springtide thrill of joy; 
Hut thou whoso hapless doom I mourn 
Vv il| jiiver hail the glad return, 
Fle.l 10 tlie fairer realms of love on high. 

VIII. 

And hope expands her eagle ken 

Beyond death's dark abode, 
Where parted iriends shall meet again 

Vround the throne of God. 
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Strangers to sorrow, care, and pain, 
There Love begins her golden reign, 
And hymns of gladness ever rise : 
As through the vale of time we go, 
We taste the bitter cup of wo, 
In mercy sent to train us for the skies. 

IX. 

This hope alone can dry each tear, 

And bid each sorrow cease ; 
This hope alone calms every fear, 

And brings my bosom peace. 
When all this world's delusive joys, 
And all its charms we vainly prize, 
Shall vanish into nought again, 
Then shall we meet, no more to part, 
No more to feel the bleeding heart, 
Through worth — the spotless worth of Him for sinners 
slain. 

November 1820. 
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TO MY MOTHER, 



ON THK DEATH OF HER INFANT DAUGHTER. 



I. 

And must the tears of sorrow ever flow, 
\<>r find a respite from the pangs of wo ? 
Alas! that heart so fondly formed to prove 
The depth and sweetness of a mother's love- 
That dear-bought bliss which none but mother's feel! 
That dear-bought h!Ns which words can ne'er reveal! 
Maternal transports in the breast that glow — 
The M»uive of highest bliss and deepest wo! — 
That brea»t, so sadly torn and deeply wrung, 
Hound which so oft my infant arms have clung, 
The shield and solace of my helpless years, 
Now claims the tribute of mv filial tears. 
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II. 

Thy lovely babe, in beauty's infant bloom. 
Snatched from thy bosom to an early tomb, 
Came like a seraph in affliction's hour. 
To stem the flood of griefs o'erwhelming power ! 
In manhood's prime when my poor brother fell, 
And every bosom beat his requiem knell- 
When he, the child of sorrow from his birth, 
Followed his brother from the woes of earth- 
Winged like an angel from its native skies, 
Poor Margaret came to bless thy tear-worn eyes— 
The blooming infant smiled away thy grief, 
And yielded to thy heart a kind relief. 

III. 

But ah ! what language can thy sorrows tell, 
Or paint the griefs which thou hast known too well ? 
The ruthless spoiler came in luckless hour, 
Withered the bloom, and crushed the opening flower : 
Thou saVst her lovely face with sorrow worn — 
Her tender frame with racking anguish torn — 
Her mournful eyes all wildly turned on thee, 
With pleading looks of speechless misery ! — 
Death's withering blast o'ercloud the smile of joy, 
Dim her bright eyes, and all her bloom destroy ! 
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IV. 

Surely in mercy heaven has dealt the blow 
That laid so soon the lovely victim low, 
Ere yet she learned to tread in sorrow's path. 
And mourn the miseries of sin and death — 
Etc disappointed hopes, or dark despair, 
Could chill the bosom of a form so fair. 

V. 

The peaceful grave, where infant beauty sleeps, 

Where tender sorrow ceaseless vigil keeps, 

Breathes from its sacred dust a holy calm, 

And pours in sorrow's wounds a healing balm !— 

The still small whispers of eternal rest— 

The bowers of love — the mansions of the blest, 

In dim prospective kindle on the soul, 

Our griefs assuage, and ail our fears control ! 

VI. 

Hut \ei, my mother, time's all-soothing power 
Can soil en memory's darkest — saddest hour; 
Breathe recollections from a hallowed spring, 
And bettor days and better feelings bring! 
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And haply thou, when years have passed away, 

When time shall bring life's sober evening grey, 

Blest by thy children— by thy kindred blest, 

The sweetest solace of the heart may taste ! 

Thy children's children smiling on thy knee, 

In all the bloom of joyous infancy ! 

And as imagination loves to trace 

A fond remembrance in each little face, 

The image of the dead again may rise, 

And her dear smile once more delight thine eyes ; 

Thy breast with all its wonted fervour burn ; 

A second springtime to thy hopes return. 

May 1822. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. I 

ADDRESSED TO HIS WIDOW. 



I. 

Weep not for him ! he rests in blissful peace, 
Where mortal sorrow, sin, and suffering cease. 
Safe from the tempest, on a peaceful shore, 
Where fears assail not, doubts perplex no more ; 
Where life's vain tumults never more annoy, 
Nor tears of anguish dash the cup of joy. 
But sacred to remembrance long shall be 
The thoughts of him who was endeared to thee 
By all the care and kindness that could prove 
A husband's and a father's tender love, — 
By all the joys and sorrows of the past, 
Through years of patient suffering to the last. 
When tossed upon affliction's feverish bed, 
No hand like thine could raise his drooping head, 
Could smooth his pillow, watch for ever there, 
And soothe him with a wife's unwearied care. 



; 
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O, they alone who long in sickness pine, 

Know the true value of a love like thine. 

Nature in him so equally did blend 

The ties of husband, father, brother, friend. 

That they who knew him best esteemed him most. 

Loved him when living, and now mpurn him lost. 

II. 

In doubtful balance long the struggle hung, 
Till hope's faint accents trembled on the tongue ; 
And oft reviving strength would hope renew, 
And fond affection flattering prospects drew. 
But boding fears would drive those dreams away, 
For earthly hope came only to decay ; 
And all untimely and lamented fell 
He who was prized so much and loved so well. 

III. 

Ah ! bitter is the pang that comes to part 
The ties that twine most closely round the heart, 
The fond endearments of a happy home, 
And all the promised bliss of days to come ; 
And were it not for better hopes that rise 
When earth's delusive comfort fading flies, 
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When nothing can avert the destined blow, 
The heart would surely sink in utter wo. 
But he who makes the helpless all his care 
Sustains their faith by his availing prayer, 
Feels for their frailties, for their woes can feel, 
Ami heals the wounds that he alone can heal. 
O, lie himself could weep with tender wo, 
When death had laid a friend and follower low ; 
But, miir'ity to redeem, and strong to save, 
lie bui>t the noisome fetters of the grave, 
And Lazarus*, released from mortal band, 
Came living furth at his supreme command! 

IV. 

In >«••.-;■< .u's path our suffering Saviour trod, 
And meekly bore the chastening hand of God, 
K\j/lri.d in agonies upon the tree, 
The ranvmi paid, and set the guilty free. 
»:i: v.enl before, a mansion to prepare, 
T;»at hi*; redeemed might dwell for ever there, 
i-luni-.'V.v he lore the Everlasting One, 
\Va>!k\i i:; the blood that eleanseth sinful man. 
J Ik is the orphan's shield, the widow's stay, 
Who lead.- throng li death to everlasting day. 
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EDWARD AND MARY. 

A TALK. 



I. 

Where Scotia's heath-clad mountains rise 

And pierce the western sky, 
What time her brave and dauntless sons 

Bade dastard southrons fly ; 

II. 
A valley to the sinking sun 

Its bosom fair displayed, 
Where innocence with nature liv'd, 

And herds and shepherds stray'd. 

III. 

Young Edward shone the foremost youth 

That graced the rural dale ; 
His heart was fraught with love and truth, 

Pure as the vernal gale. 
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IV. 

In him had nature's softest muse 

Brcath'd all the tender fire, 
That wakes the soul, or melts the heart, 

Or thrills the chaste desire. 

V. 

And oft he sought the evening shades. 

With solitude to stray 
By nature's wild sequester'd glades, 
And frame the melting lay. 

VI. 

For innocence had caught his heart 

In love's endearing chains, 
And Mary breath'd her vows to him, 

And sooth'd his tender pains. 

VII. 

Hers were the charms that nature lent, 

To melt the ardent heart ; 
Where angel beauty gave the wound, 

And goodness hcaj'd the smart. 



\ 
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VIIL 

The bosom of the peaceful lake 

That kiss'd the azure skies, 
Not purer shone than Mary's soul 

Beam'd in her lovely eyes. 

IX. 

From childhood's dear and artless days 

Their fond affection grew, 
And blushing youth's unfolding charms 

The tie still closer drew. 

X. 

Oft by a winding fairy stream 

That wanderM down the glade, 
Where nature wove a russet couch. 

And form'd a secret shade, 

XI. 

This lovely pair with ev'ning met, 

Their secret souls to breathe, — 
To pledge their vows of constant love, 

And twine the mr.tial wreath. 
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XII. 

Thus pass'd the morning of their days, 
By kindred souls endearM; 

Nor aught to blight their artless joys 
Their guileless bosoms fear'd. 

XIII. 

But, sih ! too oft when love inspires 

With nature's dearest glow, 
3 , : - c : nel fate our Eden change 

T< ■ ^ :iii > of deepest wo. 

XIV. 

£■.• i/l-i* '1 c pua>t morning skies 
'I !.t: j 'iiicss tempest raves, 

.\ik\ i\,'. >i ;.oi)es, and dearest joys, 
A"v vvhi.ii'/i? beneath the waves. 

XV. 

.1 \ •...'. ."■ i ■■».!". e\ "& pc -aceful bound 

/*"....• >u »'. .i.Mjf rose, 



\ ! 



!..! iJ'mcjsi shook his spear, 

.1 ',:v :.'..= J .» ' K'!iiji!u ? fe foes. 
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XVI. 

Inur'd to scenes of blood and death, 

His horrid bosom burn'd 
With fiercest passions uncontrolPd, 

That meek-ey'd virtue spurn'd. 

XVII. 

Led by the chase o'er hill and dale, 
He reach'd the lovers' bower, 

Where nature met at virtue's shrine, 
To taste the raptur'd hour. 

XVIII. 

With joy and wonder iir'd, he saw 
The matchless, heav'nly fair, — 

His bosom hea\ 'd a secret sigh, 
But virtue was not there. 

XIX. 

The signal giv'n, the ruffian band 
Rush'd on the helpless maid, 

And tore her from her lover's soul, 
W T hose arm could yield no aid. 
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Crushed down beneath their cruel blows* 

The bleeding Edward lay, 
\Vhu strove with more than mortal force 

Their vile intent to stay. 

XXI. 

And now had nature's darkest shade 

Spread o'er the brow of night, 
And hollow mourn'd the beating blast 

Aruuiid the hapless wight; 

XXII. 

W \i: . jtui!i:'!L r from a dream of death, 

lii t.^uiM the gushing tear, 
'Wi.'.k' Y.T'df.-t ^irieks of midnight wrath 

Still T\v.\z en fancy's ear. 

XXIII. 

lie >h<-i,k tl.u peasant from his soul, 

"Wrapt on his ample plaid — 
Impel I'd by nature's dearest law 

To die — or find the maid. 
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XXIV. 

Involved in fancy's darkest dream, 

He heard his Mary's wail, 
Mingled with threats of savage lust, 

Borne on the midnight gale. 

XXV. 

O'er many a hill he wander'd wild, 

Long e'er the morning ray 
Had left Aurora's saffron couch 

To wake the noisy day. 

XXVI. 

Meanwhile, with wild and savage speed, 

While Duncan trod before, 
The ruffians to the festive hall 

The wretched Mary here. 

XXVII. 

Obsequious to the Chiefs command 

The mantling crp o'c: Hows, 
The banquet spreads, the mu»ic swells, 

To soothe her bursting woes. 
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XXXII. 

With beating heart and ardent joy, 

On raptur'd wing she flew, 
To meet the dearest of her soul, 

And greet his wondering view. 

XXXIII. 

And now had Edward's wand'ring step 

The Chieftain's mansion found, 
Where, faint with wounds and sorrow pale, 

He sunk upon the ground. 

XXXIV. 

And soon lie saw his Mary dear 

Clad in the Chieftain's guise, 
Nor knew it was the much-lov'd maid 

That caught his vengeful eyes. 

XXXV. 

Stand, villain ! — stand ! — fierce Edward cries, 

Thy }K>\\ er I dare defy ; 
Then plang'd his dagger in her heart 

With wild vindictive joy. 
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XXXVI. 

A dying shriek poor Mary gave, — 

He knew the virgin's cry — 
'Twas more than Edward's soul could bear 

To see her bleeding lie ; 

XXXVII. 

Torn from the joys of life and love, 

By his blind heedless wrath. 
A chilling horror froze his blood, 

And clos'd his eves in death. 

1819. 



THE END. 
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